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THE CHARACTERS 


“PEP” WHITE 
STEVE BLAcK 
HERBERT GREEN 
INSPECTOR BURKE 
Mrs. WHITNEY 
VIOLET CLIFFORD 
Marcery ASTOR 
ETHEL Brccs 
DIXIE JONES 
Louise NEVINS 


The scene of the comedy is the home of Mrs. Whit- 
ney in a suburb, anywhere. 

This is a modern comedy, requiring one scene, an 
attractive interior, requiring 4 male, 6 female 
characters. Plays, 2 hours. 
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DESCRIPTIVE 


“Prep” Wuite and STEVE BLAck are bright Ameri- 
can youths, about twenty years old. By the ut- 
most skimping they have managed to get through 
a business school course, and when they finish, 
they are practically without funds. They wear 
old shabby clothing, with dark trousers. While 
they are poorly dressed, they are not untidy. 
They have come out of school fired with enthu- 
siasm, but finding employment impossible to ob- 
tain, they are on the verge of desperation when 
they are invited to the house party at Mrs. 
Wuitney’s. The brisk give-and-take method of 
their playing is clearly indicated in the text. 

HERBERT GREEN 1s about twenty-two years old. He 
is a law student, rather advanced, of good ap- 
pearance, well dressed and unth a positive de- 
termination to get ahead. 

INSPECTOR BurRKE is frankly a satire on a tyrannical 
police official. He is head of a private agency, 
and wears citizen’s dress, with a badge inside 
the lapel of his coat. He is about thirty or 
thirty-five years old, somewhat stout. He is ex- 
ceedingly domineering, and takes himself with 
utmost seriousness. 

Mrs. Wuitney is a handsome woman about forty- 
five years old, a bit inclined to stoutness. She is 
a woman of large means, wearing handsome 
clothes, at times too elaborate. Her first cos- 
tume is a dinner gown; second dress, a morn- 
ing robe of rather flashy design; the same for 
Act III. 
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6 DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS 


VIOLET CLIFFORD is a@ pretty, attractive girl, about 
eighteen years old. Her first dress is semi- 
evening, elaborate, but in good taste. Third 
act, an afternoon costume with light wrap, 

Marcery Astor is about the same age as VIOLET, 
‘pretty and vivacious, well dressed. Outdoor 
costume for the first act; house dress for the 
last two acts. 

ETHEL Beccs, a bit older than the other girls, is a 
business girl, rather superior and a trifle prim, 
but not snobbish. She wears a street costume 
throughout the play, attractive, but not elabor- 
ate. 

Dixie Jones is a fat colored maid, dark, of a pro- 
nounced Southern type, retaining all the char- 
acteristics. The type 1s exaggerated, and DIxIE 
wears her emotions on her sleeve. Her first 
dress is a brilliant pink satin, intended for some- 
one else. The skirt is very short and tight; a 
flashy hat, stockings to match, and high-heeled 
shoes. A small lace handkerchief and elaborate 
hand bag, which is really a good article. For 
the last two acts, she wears a maid’s costume, in 
light tints, to emphasize her size. 

Louise Nevins ts pretty and bright, with a touch of 
the demure. She is younger than the other girls, 
say about seventeen, and not quite so well 
dressed as the others. She is a stenographer, 
working at a modest salary. For the first act, 
she is in street costume; change to pretty house 
dress for the last two acts. 


As the time of the comedy is the summer season, all 

’ the costuming is light, and the whole touch is 

‘airy, youthful where indicated, with due regard 
for the more substantial moments. 
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ScENE: The home of Mrs. WHITNEY in a suburb 
of any large city. 

The scene, which stands throughout the play, 
shows a bright, attractive living room. Mrs. 
WHITNEY is a woman of large means, and 
while she is frequently off key in the matter of 
speech and good taste, her home remains good 
looking. If accessories are limited, the room 
may be set with a door c. at the back, and doors 
on the rR. and L. If there ts scope for more 
original treatment, the c. entrance may be 
moved a little to the R. or L. and the opening 
may be arched, showing a hallway beyond. 
Where the text calls for an entrance from c., 
this means the main entrance at the back, re- 
gardless of the position of the door. Down R. 
of c. a settee, oblique. A little L. of c. a hand- 
some table, placed at a graceful angle, with the 
lower end toward L. Across the L. corner, up 
stage, a piano, with bench. RK. of c. door, a 
rather tall stand, or pedestal, with a generous 
bunch of flowers in vase. Beiow the R.3 door 
stands a.comfortable armchair, with a cushion. 
A handsome lamp stands below the piano, 
against the wall, and another lamp on the R., 
well below the door, against the wall. Sheet 
music and a bowl of flowers on top of piano. 


rs 
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Two cushions on the settee down R. A small 
bowl of flowers on the table L., with two books 
of recent fiction and several magazines of the 
popular type. The floor is covered in a suitable 
manner, rugs or polished, as desired. Cigar- 
ettes on the table L. Light draperies on the door 
at the back. If the stage is large and requires 
more dressing, place whatever articles may be 
available, keeping them out of the way of the 
action. Place light chairs at rR. and i. and back 
of L. table. A light chair up c. near the door; 
another chair down extreme L. against the wall. 

At Rise: The time is early evening on a pleasant 
summer day. All the lamps are lighted, and the 
scene looks attractive. 

BEGINNING: Before the curtain rises, VIOLET CLiF- 
FORD is heard playing the piano and singing a 
refrain from a popular song. As the curtain 
rises, she continues to sing for her own pleas- 
ure. This continues briefly, when D1IxtE JONES 
interrupts. 

ENTER: From c. Drxie, the colored housekeeper. 
She wears the extravagant dress described, and 
she tiptoes in, in a happy mood and a broad 


grin. 


Dixie. (Advancing a few steps, pronounced dia- 
lect) ’Scuse me, Mis’ Violet, I didn’ ev’r think no- 
body was here. (Pausing down c. a little.) 


(VIOLET, seated at the piano, replies without turn- 
ing around.) 


VroLET. Yes, I’m here. How do you like this 
song, Dixie? (Playing 1 few bars softly.) 

Dixre. My! It ts sweet. (With increasing de- 
light.) I'd like to ask yo’, Mis’ Violet, how does yo’ 
like this dress? (Strutting down stage and turning, 
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greatly pleased with herself. V1oLeT wheels on the 
bench and surveys Dixie, and fairly gasps as she 
takes in the funny costume.) 

VioteT. (Exclaiming) Oh! Dixie! (Rising, star- 
ing at Dixie. Drxie chuckles aloud as she preens 
herself.) 

Dixte. I knowed yo’d like it 

VIOLET. (Advancing a step, greatly amused) Oh! 
Dixie! 

Dixie. Y-e-s (Chuckling.) 

Viotet. Oh! Dixie! Dixie! How funny you 
look! 


(ViotET bursts into a great laugh, as she sinks on 
the bench, heartily amused at D1x1r’s appear- 
ance. The grin on Drxte’s face vanishes; as 
VIOLET continues to laugh, Dixte’s face changes 
expression, and finally she seems on the verge 
of tears. This scene must be carefully humored, 
and played in tune with the reaction of the 
audience. Dixie, her feelings hurt, draws from 
her pocket a small lace handkerchief, as she 
begins to whimper, and applies it to her eyes, as 
VIOLET’s amusement subsides a little.) 


Dixie. Yo-yo’s a breakin’ ma heart! (Weeping.) 

Viotet. (Rising, advancing briskly to D1x1E) Oh, 
Dixie! I didn’t mean it! 

Dixie. I—I’se got feelin’s—and they is might’ 
tender—jes’ like a lil’ baby! (Weeping unrestrain- 
edly, in comic fashion.) 

VioteT. (With an arm about DixteE) I didn’t 
mean to hurt them—TI really didn’t. 

Dixre. You’s jes’ squashed ’em, Mis’ Violet, ’deed 
' you has! (Weeping, and sighing in comic misery.) 

Vioret. I’m sorry—but you look so funny: 

Drxte. (Bristling, suddenly, looking around at 
VioLeT) How’d I look funny? 
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VIOLET. (Correcting) I mean so stylish—unex- 
pectedly la mode—— 

Dixie. (Puzzled) La mode! (Facing her) 
What is dat? : 

VioLEeT. Up-to-date—in fact, up-to-the-minute— 
you took my breath, and I couldn’t help responding. 

Dixie. (Hesitating, somewhat mollified ) We-l-l— 
Mis’ Violet, ef da’s so 

VioLeET. (Briskiy) It is—it is! Forgive me, now, 
won't you? (Throwing her arms about Dixie and 
squeezing her. Dix1E bursts into a roar of laughter.) 

Dixre. Stop that, Mis’ Violet—yo’s a ticklin’ me 
—you is (VIOLET continues to squeeze DIXIE, 
both laughing.) 

VioLET. Now, we’re all over our mad! (Drawing 
away a little) Where did you get all those lovely 
things? (Looking admiringly at Drxtr, as she 
whirls around.) 

Dixie. They is lovely, doesn’t yo’ think so, Mis’ 
Violet? (Returning to her former hearty manner.) 

VioteT. Perfectly fetching! (Dropping into chair 
at R. of table L., her eyes on Drxie.) 

Dixie. Yes—I fetched ’em ‘right ‘long on ma 
back, so’s I’d be sure not to miss ’em. 

ViIoLET. But you haven’t told me where you got 
them ? 

Dix1E. (Moving a step or two nearer VIoLET) 
Well, I'll ex-plain—is dat right, Mis’ Violet—“ex- 
plain’? 

VioLteT. (Smiling at her) That’s right, Dixie— 
oh, you’re acquiring an education along with style! 

Drx1E. Yes, Mis’ Violet—yo’ Aunt said I might 
go to the ball ob de Colored Bells, an’ I don’t wants 
to be no slouch when I gits there. 

VioLET. You won’t be—not in that costume! 
(Smiling at her.) 

Drx1eE. Know where I got these things? (Chuck- 
ling with pleasure.) 
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VioLET. I imagine you must have bought them. 
Dixie. Um-um—at a sale! 

VioLetT. A sale—where? 

Dixie. A rimmidge! 

VioLteT. Oh! I see! You went to a rummage 
sale? 

Drxie. I went to a rimmidge!—a rimmidge— 
das’ where I went. 

VioLeT. (Correcting, rather solemnly) Dixie— 
that word is rummage! 

Drxte. I don’t care much ’bout words, honey— 
dese clothes has took ma heart. Guess what I paid 
fo’ ’em! 

Viotet. I won’t even try! They must have been 
very expensive! 

Dixie. (With much pride) This dress, this hat, 
them shoes an’—that—that bag—(Displaying each 
article)—cost me fo’ (four) dollars! 

VioLeT. What a bargain! 

Dixie. Jes’ what I says to maseif minute I lays 
ma eyes on em! I always wanted a pink satin dress! 
(Name the color worn) Now I’se got it, I’m goin’ 
to wear it ‘till I gits the worth o’ ma money! 

Viotet. (Rising) It is certainly very becoming. 
Wait ‘till Aunt Mayme sees it! (Down v. a little 
in front of table.) 

Dixie. I hopes she'll like it! (A few steps toward 
R.C. ) 

ViIoLET. She’s sure to. 


(Enter from c. Mrs. MayME WHITNEY, very 
_ handsomely gowned.) 


Mrs. WuitNey. (Speaking as she enters) Vio- 
let—have you seen Dixie? I’ve been ringing for 
fifteen minutes. (Advancing down c. a few steps.) 

VioLET. Here she is, Aunt Mayme—(Jndicating 
Dixie.) 
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Dixie. (R.c. facing Mrs. W. with a broad smile) 
Right here, Miss Whitney! How does yo’ think I 
looks? (Grinning.) 


(Mrs. WHITNEY, down c., stares at DIXIE in 
amazement. ) 


Mrs. W. For the love of mercy! What is this? 

Dixte. It’s me, fo’ sure! 

Mrs. W. (Amazed) My housekeeper! Where 
did you get that hat? 

Dixie. This hat? 

Mrs. W. And the whole rig! (Staring at her.) 

Dixie. (Struck by the objectionable word, “rig” ) 
Rig! (Her smile fading.) 

VioLeT. (Interrupting hurriedly) Oh, Aunt ~ 
Mayme—it’s not a rig—it’s a lovely ensemble! 

Mrs. W. It may be a sample—but it looks like— 

Dixiz. A rig! A sample! (On verge of tears) 
Jes’ pilin’ one ugly word right on top of ‘nother! 
(Weeping in her lace handkerchief) It’s no use fo’ 
me to try to be stylish! Oh! O-h! (Weeping, m 
comic fashion.) 

VIOLET. You've started her again—just when I 
had her pacified! (Taking handkerchief from Drxik, 
wiping her eyes.) 

Dixie. Pacified! (A loud wail) What has I done 
to be called such names? I ain’t no pacified—I ain’t 
nothin’! 

VioLET. There now, Dixie, darling; pacified 
means, be quiet! 


(Mrs. WHITNEY crosses to table L., where she ar- 
ranges a book, or moves a magazine.) 


Dixie. I’se quiet! (Loud wail. VIoLET wipes, 
the tears from Dixie's eyes, as she wails.) 
VIoLET. There—there—be a good child—you'll 
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spoil your pretty eyes, and make your little snub 
nose red. (Drxie utters a shuddering wail, en- 
deavoring—in comic manner—to stop crying) I 
love you—now be good—for my sake. 

Dixie. I-—I will—Mis’ Violet-—I—I—w-w-w-will ! 

Mrs. W. (Turning toward Drxte) Have you for- 
gotten that we are to have company to dine? 

Drxie. I recommember, Mis’ Whitney, we is ex- 
pectin’ din-ers—but yo’ makin’ fun o’ me is jes’ 
breakin’ ma heart in slices! 

Viotet. Now! (Pacifying Dix1E) Auntie is only 
surprised. Let’s see you smile again, like the old 
Dixie—— (Thrusting the handkerchief into D1xir’s 
hand, at the next movement taking the handbag 
Dixie carries) Did this come with the bargain? 
(Vi10oLET opens bag and draws out pink powder 


ff.) 
Dix1E. (Whimpering) Yes’m! 
VioteT. And this, too? (Displaying powder 


puff.) 
Dixie. (Whimper) Y-yes’m! 


(Mrs. W. standing L. looks on with interest, while 
VIOLET mischievously dabs the powder puff on 
Dixie's nose, leaving a patch of powder.) 


VioLeT. That’s a really swell bag, and the whole 
idea is chic! (Holding the bag at arm’s length, ad- 
miring it.) 

Mrs. W. It may be chick, but 

VioLet. (Correcting) Chic, Auntie, chic! 

Mrs. W. I said chick 

Drag. I likes chicken, but I didn’t nev’ ’spect to 
look like one! 

Mrs. W. Go get into your service uniform, Dixie, 
and be ready to serve our guests! (Around to L. 
of table, still interested in magazines on table.) .. 

Dixie. Yes’m! (Turning a step to c. Pause) 
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Wouldn’t yo’ like to have me keep dis here dress on? 

VIOLET. (L. of c., quick) Oh, yes, of course. 
Here’s your bag! That’s a real prize! (Handing 
the bag to DixiE.) 

Dixie. It weren’t no prize, Mis’ Violet—I bought 
it! (Taking bag.) 

Viotet. (With a bright smile) Congratulations, 
Miss Dixie Jones! (Making a deep bow to D1IxIE) 
You look perfect! 

Dixie. (Smiling, pleased) Mis’ Violet, you is so 
sweet, honey! 

Mrs. W. (L., abruptly) Hurry, Dixie—you're 
procrastinative! (Bell rings sharply off L.) There 
goes the bell, now! 

Dixtg. I’m goin’ jes’ as quick as ma spikes’ll let 
me! (The bell rings again, as DIxiE moves upc. 
as rapidly as possible, owing to the very high heels 
she wears, and the tightness of her skirt.) 

VioLeT. I wonder who’s at the door! Perhaps it’s 
Mr. Green! (Crossing to R. near settee. Bell again.) 

Dixie. (As she nears c. door—to the bell) Fo’ 
law’s sake! Give me a chance to git there! 


(VioLET laughs, while Mrs. W. looks after D1xtE, 
a rather puzzled air, and Dixie ambles off c. 
and L.) 


Mrs. W. Of all the ridiculous sights! (Still look- 
ing up C.) 

VioLeT. Don’t mind! (Sinking on settee R. with 
a light laugh) She’s an old dear—been with us ever 
since I was born—her type of loyalty is fast disap- 
pearing. She knew my dear mother, God bless her— 
and Dixie would just die for you, or for me, or any- 
one, if we needed her! © 

Mrs. W. I don’t deny that, but she’ll make us 
look old-fashioned 

VIOLET. You seem possessed of that idea, Auntie 
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—what’s the difference if one isn’t just in line with 
the calendar? My philosophy is, eat anything that 
agrees with you, and do anything that makes you 
happy! . 

Mrs. W. Well, I ate a cowcumber last night, and 
it certainly didn’t make me happy! 

VioLET. (Looking at Mrs. W.) Auntie! That 
vegetable is cucumber! 

Mrs. W. (Injured air) Every time I speak, you 
correct me! It’s becoming irri-ta-shus! (An in- 
jured air, she pauses L.C.) 

ViIoLET. (Jumping up, aghast at the word) Oh, 
Auntie! 

Mrs. W. (Wheeling around) What’s the mat- 
ter now? 

VioLteT. You may say irritating, irritation, ir- 
ritable—— 

Mrs. W. (A trifle hurt) Why should I say what 
I don’t mean? You're always—always—always— 
Oh! (Sinking in chair at R. of table L.—in tears.) 

VioteT. (Advancing c.) Oh, dear—I seem to 
make everybody cry! (Drawing out her handker- 
chief, on verge of tears) Even myself! 

Mrs. W. Never—ne—never mind (Wiping 
her eyes) I know I’m not a—a gram-a-tar-i-an 

VioLeT. Gra—grammarian—Auntie 

Mrs. W. Whatever it is—I never could learn lan- 
guage—so I’m going to follow your ideas—what 
was that you said 

VIoLET. Do whatever makes you happy 

Mrs. W. I’m sure it doesn’t make you happy to 
make me cry (In tears) But if—if it does— 
do it! 

VIOLET. (Cc. ) I'll take a vow from this day forth 
not to be so incompatible. 

_ Mrs. W. (Rising, looking at ViotET) Sometimes 
I wish you had learned to speak nothing but English, 
instead of all them foreign words! 
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VioLET. (Crossing to Mrs. W.) I have to thank 
you, Auntie, dear, for my education—since mother 
and father passed away, you have been everything 
to me! (Putting an arm about Mrs. W.’s nage and 
kissing her:) 

Mrs. W. (Smiling a little ) You thank me siecls 
in loving me, and looking so sweet and pretty 
I hope some ‘dreadful young man won’t come along 
to steal you from me! (Kissing her. Viovet laughs 
alittle shyly, and draws away) That worries me, and 
so does my money. (VIoLET looks at her question- 
ingly) It’s growing so IJ really don't know what to 
do with it! (Sighing.) 

VIOLET.. (R.c.) You can find lots of ways to 
spend it—judiciously! 

‘Mrs. W. I never did want to be a high-brow—no! 
I’m young enough to like a sensation—but one can’t 
buy such a thing! ~~ 

ViotET. Hardly! (Light laugh.) 

Mrs. W. One cannot give money away in small 
amounts, because one is never sure that it will be 
spent proper-—but I would like a big scoop out for 
something new! 

VioLET. Startling and lavish! 

Mrs. W. Yes, that’s it—lav-en-ish! That’s it! 

VioLET. I have something in mind—but not so 
startling: 

Mrs. W. What is it? (To L., presently dropping 
into chair L. of table.) 

VioLeET. It concerns our young friends, Pep White 
and Steve Black, and—and Mr. Green! (Hesitat- 
ing a bit shyly on the last name.) 

Mrs. W. What about them? (Sitting, idly turn- 
ing a leaf or two of magazine.) 

Vioter. (Advancing nearer table, facing Mrs. 
W.) Pep and Steve are just out of business school, 
and they have to carve their own way. Herbert— 
Mr. Green, is studying terrifically for the law. None 
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of them have much money. I thought perhaps we 
could—that is, you could—find a way of helping 
them, delicately, of course, so they would not lose 
their self-respect 

Mrs. W. (With decision) No, I cannot say I 
like the idea! 

VioteT. (In surprise and disappointment) Why, 
Aunt Mayme? (Nearer table, leaning on chat, re- 
garding Mrs. W. earnestly.) 

Mrs. W. (Leaning back in her chair) Handing 
money to young people might cause them to lose 
their char-ac-ters I wouldn’t do that! 

VioLtET. But if someone doesn’t help them, they 
may—they may fall into some dreadful temptation! 
Don’t you think so? 

Mrs. W. You read me something out of a book 
about people beginning at the bottom, and working 
up—on nothing. 

VioLtet. That sounds good in the telling, but I’m 
afraid it’s agonizing to the victim, and it’s no longer 
stylish, either. 

Mrs. W. I don’t see anything startling in your 
plan, Violet, dear! (Again looking over the maga- 
zine, indifferent to VIOLET.) 

VioLeT. Poor boys! (With something of a sigh, 
she turns slowly across to R.c.) I did want to help 
them—they’re so nearly down and out! 


(Enter from c. Marcery Astor, coming in bright 
and breezy, wearing a hat, and carrying a small 
purse.) 


Marcery.. Anybody home today! (Observing the 
others) Oh! of course! Violet! (Spying VioLer) 
You love! Dixie sent me in 

VioLeT. (Turning to MarcEery) Margery! (Ad- 
vancing) I’m so glad to see you! 
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ieee comes down with a rush and throws her’ 
aris about’ VioceT;~ Mrs: W.. lays down her 

i ‘magazine tind looks on, smiling.) 
» Marcerv.’ The angels know I’m glad to see you! 
: (Kissing VIOLET effusively) You dear! How per- 

fectly sweet’ you look! (Standing off a litile, sur- 
vesting WiotkT)’ ‘Another new dress—you must buy 
one every ten minutes! (VIOLET laughs ) , Not’ one 
of us can keep up with you! 

“Mrovet. O-h! (A light laugh. Mrs. W. rises.) 

Marcery. _Where’s that darling generous Aunt 
of yours?’ ~ 

‘VioLEet. There she is! (Indicating Mrs. Wutt- 
Be 7) 

Marcery. (Wheeling quickly to face Mrs. W.) 
Qh; Mrs. Whitney! (Crossing briskly, with a breezy 
sweep, to Mrs. W,) I’m so glad to see‘:you! “" * 

*Mrs. W. (Advancing) I’m glad to see you, Mar- 
géty. «(Kissing her.) — 

Marcery. Isn’t that delicious, to be kissed by 
such a'déear! “You know, EL ve and that sort: of 
deiiotistration has quite gone out! Avat e 

Mrs. W. Gone out where? << 

Marckrv. Out of style—don’t you ‘know? Oh, 
yes! Quite!’ (With decision ) Along: with other’ old- 
fashioned things! 

Mrs. ANS ai Bristling ) Am 1 an old- fashioned 
thing? © 

MARGERY.” “(Horrified, Guid) dod heavens! No! 
Vout readarling! (Taking both of Mrs. WuiItNEY’s 
hands, at full. length, Mrs. WHITNEY submitting list- 
lessly) ye ‘What a_ pleasure it is to realize that we still 
have in this ‘cold and ‘callous world people like you! 

Mrs. W. I try to be very up-to-date, but | ‘T.can 
still give a friend a real kiss! i 

VioLET. Indeed, Auntie can!’ ae 

MARGERY, (Dropping Mrs. W.’s hands) Oh, 
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there are plenty of kisses, but ance are so aseiieal 
—so pusillanimous! shat 4 


(Mrs. W. turns quickly to v. ee up a ane as if to 
avoid any more words she does not understand, 
while MARGERY smiles graciously.) 


ViotET. (To Marcery). How is your, Aunt 
Martha? 

Marcery. (Airily) Oh, as usual—quite. snsup- 
portable ! 

- Mrs. W. (Irritated) Well! I shall be glad. when 
you two girls are ten years older—far enough away 
from school to talk United States! 

Marcery. There’s a slap on the wrist! ( Laugh: 
ing, as she lightly slaps her wrist) Now be good— 
you peugnty girl! 

Mrs. W. (L.) Would you like a cup of tea, Mar- 
gery? 

MarceEry. (c.) I would—enormously.! mi had a 
dip of a soft drink—they all taste like soap! _ 
. VioLtET. (Advancing) Let me take your hat! 


(Marcery grabs off her hat carelessly and tosses it 
to VIOLET, who stands R.c. admiring it. Enter 
from c. DixikE, carrying a newspaper.) 


Drxte. Afternoon paper, Mis’ Whitney, .an’ 
there’s a lady waitin’ fo’ you in the hall! .. 

Mrs. W. Who is it? (Turning up to Dixiz.) . 

Dixie. A sec-a-tary lady—says her name is. Mis’ 
Beggs! yihy 
_ Mrs. W. (Taking paper from Dixte) Vii see 
her, Dixie 

Dixie. . Yes’m (Turning to exit, The hell 
outside rings again. DIxIE hurries off, awkwardly, 
still in her holiday dress.) ah 8 
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Mrs. W. I'll order tea for you girls. (Leaving 
newspaper on piano bench.) 

Marcery. I'll be furiously grateful—I’m so 
thirsty! (Exit Mrs. W. c. door, while MARGERY 
drops into chair at R. of table) Any news—anybody 
married, or divorced, or anything at all? (She takes 
her pact from her small purse, and dabs her nose, 
then puts it away, in her pocket.) 

ViIoLET. I’m just admiring your cunning chapeau. 
(Admiring the hat.) 

Marcery. I’m glad somebody likes it. Aunt 
Martha says it looks like a collision. (VIOLET 
laughs) What a difference there is in relations, espe- 
cially the Aunt variety! (Sighing) O-h! I’m jeal- 
ous of yours, while mine—Aunt, aunt, who wants an 
aunt ? 

VioLeT. (Turning to Marcery) I’ve heard you 
say she is very good to you? 

MarceEry. (With a slight toss of the head) Oh, 
yes, in a cold, push-button sort of way! She has 
no real heart! (Sigh.) 

VioLteT. (With a sly glance and a smile) Didn't 
you say affection had gone out of style? 

Marcery. There’s another slap on the wrist! 
(Rising) It calls to mind Aunt Martha’s favorite ex- 
pression—(Primly, as if imitating )—‘People who 
talk too much invariably contradict themselves.” 

VioLET. Does she say that? 

Marcery. Not only says it, but has it printed on 
her stationery. (VIOLET laughs outright.) 

Viotet. She is a dear oddity, isn’t she? (Cross- 
ing up C. to piano on L., where she places MARGERY’S 
hat) But I like her—because she’s been good to you. 

Marcery, That redeems her—a little. (VIoLeT 
laughs) I’m dying to hear a word about the boys. 
(Crossing slowly to c. toward settee xr.) Are there 
any here, in the woods, or the valley, or actually in 
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the house? (Facing around c. VIOLET comes down 
c. now L. of MARGERY.) 

ViIoLeT. Yes—there’s Pep White 

Marcery. Lovely dancer—when he keeps off 
one’s toes. (Crossing to settee R.) 

VioLET. (c.) And Steve Black 

Marcery. (With sharp interest) Is Steve here? 

VioLeT. Yes—I hope you’ve made up with him! 

Marcery. I like Steve—(Dropping on settee )— 
I like him tremendously ! (Gazing ahead, in thought.) 

VioLeT. Who wouldn’t? He’s kind 

Marcery. (Quick) Oh, I know—he’s. everything 
—he’s perfect—only one thing makes him impos- 
sible! 

VioLteT. What’s that? (Advancing a step.) 

Marcery. Every time I make up my mind that 
he is altogether acceptable, I recall that he is ridicu- 
lously poor! 

VioteT. I wouldn’t call poverty exactly ridicu- 
lous! It’s a misfortune—sometimes (Sitting on 

settee L. of MARGERY.) 

Marcery. Always, darling! A hopelessly fatal 
handicap ! 

VioLeT. Oh—no! Think! How many people are 
in the hall of fame today who began life very poor? 
(Looking at~MarceEry earnestly. ) 

MarceEry. (Looking at VIOLET, in pity) Oh, Vio- 
let! there you go! Nearly as old-fashioned as Aunt 
Martha! 

VioLetT. What is new-fashioned ? 

Marcery. Clothes, and money! 

Viotet. I should hate to think that’s all! 

Marcery. You have both 

VioLEt. I’m not a slave to them. 

Marcery. Oh, come—we’re discussing problems 
that would wrinkle college professors. It’s not in my 
line! Away with ponderosity—as some ancient 
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Greek remarked (VioLteT laughs) Didn’t you 
invite any rich, young and handsome Romeo? 

VioLtET. I don’t know any! (Light laugh) Mr. 
Green is coming: 

Marcery. I don’t care for him—too superior— 
seems to pierce one like an X-ray. 

VioLeT. J like him 

Marcery. We know you do—everybody knows 
that—he’s a heavy type 

ViIoLET. (Rising, a bit thoughtful) He’s going to 
be a lawyer (Very slowly a step toward C.) 

MarceEry. That’s nothing to boast of 

VioLeT. (Turning to Marcery) Haven't you 
ever read about Marshall, and Lincoln 

MarceEry. You don’t expect Herb Green to be 
like them? 

VioLeT. Why not—if he only had the money to 
study: (A step away.) 

Marcery. If’s are always in the way—anybody 
else due? 

VioLeT. (Turning to Marcery) Louise may 
come—if she can get away from business. 

Marcery. Poor little stenog—I don’t see how she 
makes enough to pay her beauty doctor! 

VioLtET. Nothing very speedy about our little 
week-end party—unless something unexpected hap- 
pens. 

Marcery. I just love dramatic excitement! (En- 
from c. DrxiE, still 1 in her elaborate dress.) 

Drix1z. Does yo’ want the tea served here, Mis’ 
Violet ? 

MarceEry. (Rising quickly) Let’s go to the sun- 
room—I glory in your sun-room—that is, if we may. 
(Turning, catching sight of D1xtr.) 

Dixie. I reckon you mays (Catching Mar- 
GERY’s stare, she draws herself up, and returns a 
defiant look.) 
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ViotetT. (To Dixie) Serve it in the sun-room, 
Dixie. 

DrxieE. “I will—(Turning to exit )—with much 
pleasure! (Her head in the air, and a defiant glance 
at MARGERY, she exits Cc. and L.) 

Marcery. Is it the latest from Par-ee that Dixie 
is wearing ? 

VioLET. (L.c.) Ask her about it—you'll get a 
laugh out of her story. 


(VioLeET laughs and resumes singing the refrain she 
sang at the opening of the act. The two girls 
meet Cc. With arms about each other, they turn 
up c. Marcery on the r. VIOLET on the L. 
As they near the door, Pep Wuite and STEVE 
Buack enter from RK. and c. Pausing just inside 
the door, as they observe the girls. Both are 
dressed according to “Descriptive.’ STEVE is 
on ther. PepisL. The girls pause at once, stop: 
singing, as they meet the young men, who bow 
extravagantly to the girls.) 


Brack. Mademoiselle! 

WHITE. Oui—oui! 

Brack. (L.) In other words—ladies! (BLAck 
imitates WHITE.) 

VioteT. And gentlemen! 


(VioLET and MArcery bow in imutation of the boys 
and all laugh, resuming natural manner.) — 


Brack. (R.) Happy returns of the day! 
Marcery, Merry Christmas! 


(They all laugh as Marcery draws back to r. and 
ViIoLET to L. The four proceed slowly down c., 
Marcery running her arm through that of 
Waite, while VioLeT takes BLACK by the arm. 
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This brings Marcery down R. of BLACK and 
VIOLET L. of WHITE, with the two boys in 
the c.) 


Wuite. (To VioLteT) Are you delighted to see 
us? 

MarceEry. I feel like a squirrel with a peanut! 

Brack. (Looking at Marcery) What a uaeeY 
child I am! 


(Marcery draws back a step, facing BLACK, sur- 
veying him, the same action repeated by Vto- 
LET; both boys are extremely conscious of their 
shabby appearance, and show it in humorous 
fashion.) 


VioLeT. (To WuITE) How well you look! 

Brack. Now, is that kind—I thought you wouldn’t 
notice the artless make-up ! 

Viotet. I mean, your face! (BLAcK, with a 
comic start, rubs his hand across his face.) 

Biack. What’s the matter with my face? It was 
all right when I left home this morning. 

. VIoLET. It looks so bronzed and vigorous! (Look- 
at him, smiling.) 

Brack. Oh! I grasp! (Exaggerated importance ) 
You see, the planets who predicted my debut into 
this world indexed me under the dark, majestic 
class! (Note. Biacx does not in any sense tally 
with this description.) 

Marcery. (To BLAck) But you don’t seem smart 
and jolly, Steve—— 

Brack. I knew it! I knew I couldn’t outshine 
these clothes! 

MarceEry. (Picking him up quickly) What’s the 
matter with your clothes? (Scrutinizing him closely.) 

Waite. (Airily) They’re not clothes—that’s all 
that’s the matter with them 


ment of our own! 
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Brack. They’re understudies. I have a better 
suit—not much better—but some—I’ll tell you where 
it is—I left it to be comphored! 

VIoLET. (Puzzled) Camphored? 

Marcery. Is yours getting camphored, Steve? 

Brack. (Absent-minded manner) Mine’s with 
dear Uncle Isaac. 

Marcery. (Questioningly) Uncle Isaac? 

VioteT. I didn’t know you had an Uncle Isaac! 

Brack. (Absent-minded) We have several! 

Marcery. (More surprised) Several Uncle 
Isaacs ? 

Waite. (Hastily correcting) No—no—— 

Brack. (Quickly) Yes—yes 

Wuirte. Not several Isaacs 

Brack. Several uncles 

Wuite. All wealthy! 

Marcery. (Pointedly) Are you sure? (Looking 
at the boys.) 

Wuite. (To Brack) Are we sure? (Jerking 
him by the coat.) 

Marcery. Be honest! 

Brack. Thanks, Margy, for the tip. 

VroteT. Let’s all be honest—we are really and 
truly interested in your welfare. 

Brack. (Earnestly) Oh, for a welfare depart- 
(Advancing to MARGERY ) 
I’d make you chairman of the house committee! 

Marcery. Oh, Steve! (Laughing a little, as she 
draws away a step toward R.) 

Vioter. (To Wuite) I thought you were going 
into business ? 

Wuite. We were 

VioteT. Why didn’t you? 

Wuirte. Nothing, only a few thousand obstacles. 

Brack. Let’s tell the whole truth with as much 
exaggeration as possible. (MARGERY sits on the arm 
of settee x. listening; V10LET sits in chair at R. of 
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table L., listening. STEVE speaks with an air of ex- 
aggerated importance—easy to penetrate) When 
we came out of business school, we fervently 
and adhesively believed that the w-h-o-l-e business 
world would be waiting for us—that they would 
r-ush up and g-rab us, like that! (Grabbing WHITE 
in a tight embrace.) 

Waite. I’m not the business world—(Pulling 
away) Not even the office cat. 

Biack. We expected the big operators of the 
greatest chains on earth to fight for our services 

WuiteE. All the money maggots 

Brack. Magnates—magnates—dummy! (Frown- 
ing at WHITE, in mock severity.) 

Wulite. (Recklessly) Whatever they are—I care 
not—in my present state of mind 

Brack. And purse—don’t forget that! 

Waite. What more can we reveal? 

Marcery. It does look harrowing! 

Wuite. It do! 

VioLET. But I’m sure if you put your heads to- 
gether, some bright idea will sprout! (Both girls 
rise. ) 

Waite. You're gloriously encouraging, Violet— 
we'll remember you in our will (DrxtE speaks out- 
side R., picking up this cue instantly.) 

Dix1e. (Outside c.) Miss Violet, Miss Mar- 
gery 


(The two girls and two boys turn completely, facing 
up c., the boys dropping a step toward R. and 
L., respectively, so DIxIE can be seen, as she 
enters c., and advances a few steps.) 


VIOLET. Yes, Dixie? 

Drxie. (Loud and impressive) Yo’ tea is a-l-l 
read’ in the sun-room. 
- VIOLET. We'll come at once! 
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Drxre. An’ maybe yo’ is a-l-l goin’ to a dance—— 

Marcery. A dance? 

Dixie. Das what yo’ Aunt says—(Looking at 
VioLeT) An’ maybe yo’ is goin’ ’stead o’ stayin’ 
home! (Turning to exit) Yo’ tea is a-I-l read’ in 
the sun-room! Yo’ better come on! (Exit c. All 
turn, facing front.) 

Viotet. (Briskly) Dixie hasn’t a bit of patience. 
Won’t you have a cup of tea? 

Brack. Not for me! You girls run along. 

Waite. We'll huddle here, and see if your sug- 
gestion comes true—about the sprout! 

VIoLET. Just imagine you’re cabbages—— 

Marcery. Or carrots, or pumpkins (Both 
girls laugh, while the boys look at them ruefully.) 

Brack. Stinging! 

MarceEry. (Crossing to c.) Pleasant dreams 

VioLET. (Crossing to c.) Good luck! Come, 
Margery! 


(The boys stand aside, R. and L., leaving an open- 
ing C., as the girls turn quickly up C., arm in 
arm, and singing the refrain as before; ‘the boys 
bow rather elaborately, as the girls reach c. 
door and wave goodbye to them—then exit.) 


Brack. (Looking at WuitE) Cabbage heads! 

Waite. We'll get square for that. (Looking at 
table.) Let’s begin by smoking their cigarettes. 

Brack. Nay—not while I have one to my name! 
(Drawing a cigarette from his pocket.) 

Waite. I haven’t one to my name. (BLACK 
breaks his cigarette in half and gives one portion to 
WHITE. ) 

Brack. Have you a match—to your name? 
(Waite draws a match from his pocket, breaks it in 
half, and gives the useless end to BLACK.) 

Brack. Heartfelt thanks! 
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(In pretense, he lights the stump of the cigarette 
with the useless match end, as WHITE crosses 
to settee R., lighting his cigarette.) 


Waite. Well, old scout, jesting aside, we are on 
the rocks! 

Brack. We are—about to crash! 

Wuirte. And the girlies sensed te climax! It 
calls for brains, and dynamic energy! (Sinking on 
settee R., lying back lazily, puffing his cigarette) 1 
may be ‘short on brains, but no one can insinuate 
that Iam lazy! (Brack strolls up toward the bench 
at piano.) 

Brack. (Leisurely) We know we are due for a 
fall—it’s just a matter of when. (Sitting on piano 
bench, he picks up the newspaper and scans. it.) 

Wuite. (Complacently) I should say, now! We 
are in the whirlwind of a financial panic—you and 
I, buddy—and nothing short of a magic wand will 
extricate us! 

Brack. (Impatiently) You talk like a hill of 
beans ! 

- Waite. (Leaning forward, following his own 
thoughts) Margery is an awfully nice girl—viva- 
cious and truly lovable. But how is a fellow to think 
of a home and a future in this situation? (Looking 
up) What say, Steve? 

Brack. Agreed! (Rising, carrying the newspaper 
as he advances to c.) I, too, have visions, and an 
eye on a sweet little maid 

Waite. Louise? 

Brack. (In surprise) How did you guess? 

Wuite. I didn’t need to. (Light laugh) I hope 
I may have the pleasure of congratulating you. 

Brack. Thanks, old scout. (Opening newspaper, 
scanning it) Same to you. 

Wuite. This quiescence is unworthy two husky 
down and outs! (Rising) It is apparent that the 
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arts, the trades and the professions are able to ride 
the waves of success without assistance from us. 
Since I am the treasurer with just two dollars on 
deposit, I think the least you can do is, something. 
(Biack, who has been scanning the paper, fixes his 
eye on a certain spot; he seems intensely interested, 
ignoring WHITE, who remains RK. of BLACK, as he 
pauses for a reply) Submitting my report as treas- 
urer of our firm, we have two dollars—(Lifting two 
fingers, emphatically )—two—and nothing in sight. 
(Brack continues to study the paper. WHITE 
pauses again, regarding him closely) What seems to 
rivet your youthful attention—a nursery rhyme for 
little folks? 


(In some irritation, he is about to take the paper 
from Brack, as he throws down his cigarette. 
Brack hastily detaches a sheet of the paper and 
thrusts it into WuiITeE’s hand, tossing away cig- 
arette.) 


Brack. Take that! 

Wuite. (Looking at paper) Stock market! Not 
for mine! (Turning the paper over.) 

Brack. Wait! (Peering closely and tensely at the 
paper he has) Wait! Ye gods! Here’s something 
that holds! . 


(He stares at the paper, standing in strained posi- 
; tion. WHITE peers at him in curiosity, then 
glances at the paper he holds, and whistles 
softly, turning the paper upside down, and over 
several times. During this action in the fore- 
ground, HERBERT GREEN strolls on from L. 
' slowly, carrying a newspaper, neatly folded to 
@ column, on which his eyes are bent. As he 
hears WuiteE whistling, he pauses c. outside the 
_  €. door, looking at WuitTE and Back, his pres- 


ee 
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ence unsuspected by them. This action is de- 
liberate—not hurried.) 


Brack. (After pause) Do you see? (Staring at 
the paper with intense interest.) 

Waite. (Unmoved, looking at BLacx’s paper) 
Yes, I see—-“help wanted’’—which doesn’t mean thee 
or thou. (GREEN outside c. listens with interest.) 

Buack. (With increasing dramatic interest) A 
great idea! A marvelous scheme—a stupendous: op- 
portunity stares me in the face! (Striking the paper 
he holds, and looking at WHITE.) 

Wuite. I’d like to see a big fat job stare me in 
the face! 

Brack. (Sharp, ringing) Pep! 

Wuite. Yep! 

Brack. (With firm dramatic fervor, but not rant- 
ing) Get that menial propensity out of your bones! 
You are ruining the firm of Black and White! 

Waite. (Amiably) Am I? 

Brack. Here is something—(Sharply rapping the 
paper)—something that means a real sensation— 
something that will start us—all we need is a start 
—eh, eh? (Slapping him on the back.) 

WuiteE. (Moving away.a step) That’s all a balky 
flivver needs! 

Brack. A start, and our natural courage, a bold 
adventurous spirit, and plenty of it! (GREEN listens 
intently, WHITE stares at BLACK in amazement. ) 

WuirteE. I listen, like pussy waiting for a mouse! 

Biack. (Arranging paper) Don’t interrupt! 

Wuite. Yours received and contents noted! 
(Drawing closer to BiacKx, and bending forward, 
still treating BLAcK’s announcement flippantly.) _ 

Biack.. (Reading from his paper, earnestly) 
“Further details in the case of the mysterious Miss 
Potter!’ (Deliberate) “It will be recalled that this 
case attracted the attention of the whole counry, 
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when, on May 2nd, Miss Elsie Potter left her home 
in the fashionable Highview suburb of Springfield, 
and the police force of three states were engaged 
to look for her, when she failed to return—for din- 
ner !” 

Wuire. Foolish girl—to miss. dinner! (GREEN 
up C. moves L. and stands partly concealed by por- 
tier, but still visible) I wouldn’t do that! 

Brack. (Resuming) “Her wealthy parents of- 
fered twenty-five thousand dollars for word as to 
her whereabouts, and the same sum was offered by 
her well-to-do grandparents.” 

Waite. (Amazed) Fifty thousand dollars for 
one little girl! Isn’t that rather high when there are 
so many of them? 

Brack. (Comic indignation) That’s an inhuman 
observation ! 

. Wuite. So were the kidnappers! (GREEN dis- 
appears off L.) 

Brack. Fifty thousand dollars is nothing—noth- 
ing to distracted relations. 

Wuite. I wish I was a distracted relation with 
fifty thousand! Would I pay it to recover my grand- 
daughter? I would not! (A step to R.) 

Brack. They'd pay twice that for the return of 
Miss Potter, or any other Miss 
» Waite. We don’t know where to find the lady, 
so that doesn’t help Black and White! 

Brack. The sum has been paid, and Miss Potter 
has been returned to her rejoicing family! 

Waite. There you are! Our luck again! She 
wouldn't even notify us—let us perform the rescue 
and grab the coin! 

--Briack. A couple of kidnappers collect fifty thou- 
sand—there it is! (Thrusting the paper into WHITE'S 
hand, and snatching the other piece from WHiITE— 
reversing the former order.) 

Waite. And swell brains like ours can’t get a job 
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at ten cents each. (Turning to BLacx, sarcastically ) 
Do you find any comfort in the survey ? 

Brack. I find an inspiration! (WHITE stares at 
him) I propose that we duplicate this realistic melo- 
drama! 

Wuite. (In amazement) W-h-a-t! Kidnap 
somebody ? 

Brack. Not only somebody, but I can speak her 
name | 

Waite. (Advancing) You kin? 

Brack. I do! We are no longer submerged by 
adversity—the worm turns! 

Waite. I’d rather be a worm than a kidnapper! 

Brack. I'd rather be a kidnapper than a worm— 
worms get stepped on! 

Wuite. Who is the heroine of this scenario? 

Brack. Our dear little friend Violet! 

Wuite. (Incredulous) W-h-a-t—why, somebody, 
loves Violet—he’ll be sure to kill you! 

Brack. Let him—let him try! Now don’t sputter, 
but get your brain to work! (Quicken the action 
from now to end. Clear cut, brisk, all for comedy 
effect.) 

Wuite. Suppose I balk on this? 

BLack. You can’t—ha, ha! 

WuiteE. Ha, ha—you’re the villain 

Brack. (Snappy) We're partners—we’re broke 
—we’re flat—we share equally in the poverty of our 
non-established firm! (Slapping him on the shoul- 
der.) 

Wuite. We may start all right, but the finish? 

Brack. (Brisk, business-like) Ive thought of 
that—here’s the picture! Violet’s wealthy aunt hands 
over fifty thousand dollars for the return of her 
niece! We’ split equally, and with that modest capi- 
tal begins the career of Black and White! How’s 
that for fast colors? (Leaning on his shoulder.) 

Wuite. It’s pretty—as you tell it—but Violet 


ACTI Fast, COLORS 33 


will squeal and Black and White wiil land in a grey 
jail! 

' Biack.’ (Confident—a step away) No, she won't 

—she'll be too frightened—that’s your job—to 

frighten her! 

Waite. What! (Comic resentment) I wasn’t 

brought up to frighten ladies. 

Brack. She'll be tremendously glad to get back, 
and she'll never really know who did it! Never! 

Waite. No? (Sitting on the floor, flat.) 

Buiack. If she does, suspicion can be arranged to 
fall upon you! 

Wuirte. Yes? How very sweet and boyish! But 
I don’t want to snatch all the glory! 

Buiacx. Now, listen! (He kneels down on both 
knees directly in front of WHITE, who is seated on 
the floor a little r. of c. down stage, with the news- 
paper in one hand. Brack tosses the other sheet on 
the floor, a little L. of c.) The first implement re- 
quired is an automobile 

Waite. They’re hard to find 

Brack. There’s a dozen or two outside—(With 
a careless jerk of the thumb) Ill run out and do the 
picking. You can have the easy task of arranging 
everything else. 

Wuire. I see! What do I arrange? 

Brack. (/n disgust) Don’t you know anvthing 
at all? 

Waite. It’s all news to me! 

Brack. You write the notes 

Waite. What notes? 

Brace. The family receives notes, calling for the 
payment of the reward, followed by threats—blood- 
_curdling threats! Understand! (Looking closely in 
his face.) 

_. Waite. Say, dearie, why do I get all the dan- 
_ gerous things to do? 

_ Brack. Have it your own way! (Rising, in 
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humorous impatience) You’re the most serious han- 
dicap the firm has—a liability where you ought to 
be an asset! (Crossing toward L. door.) 

Wuite. I’m not unreasonable, but I’m timid! 

Brack. (Harshly) This is the zero hour! Two 
dollars! (Holding up his fingers) Two! Get on 
your feet. Get on your toes! Get on your mettle! 
And move fast! (He bangs out the L. door, quick, 
closing door, and leaving Wutte seated on the floor, 
in humorous bewilderment. ) 

Wuite. (Looking after Brack) Move fast! 
That’s what the cops will do when they get this! 
(He spies the paper BLACK tossed down L. of C. 
He gets on his knees and crawls over for the bit of 
paper, which he picks up. The paper has been 
roughly handled and is fairly well shredded by now. 
WHITE picks tt up, and again sits on the floor, now 
L. of c., facing c.) I have nothing to do but frighten 
a pretty girl, threaten her family, and demand the 
money! (Mirthiess laugh) Ha-ha! I can see my fu- 
ture generations looking up my portrait in the rogues’ 
gallery! I may be poor, but I never, never thought 
I’d get down so low! (Glancing over the paper) J 
wonder if anybody wants a janitor? 


(Enter quickly from RK. and c., Dixie, excitedly.) 


Drxie. Where’s dat man—where’s dat man readin’ 
dat newspaper? (Down R. of Cc.) 

WuitEe. (Unmoved) How de do—looking for 
me? (Glancing over the bit of paper.) 

Drx1e. (Looking at WuitE) No—I means dat 
gentleman! (Wuite locks up at DixiE) Have you 
seen him? (Peering at Wuite, leaning both her 
hands on her knees.) 

WuitE. No—lady. Has Miss Violet finished her 
tea? 

Dixie. (Loud) No! (WuiteE pulls himself back, 
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looking at D1x1E) Mis’ Violet didn’t have no tea— 
she just went off! 

Waite. (Puzzled) Went off? 

Dixie. Like dat! (Tossing her arms out, and 
blowing her breath) Like as if smoke! Then a man 
came in with a newspaper, an’ he—he jes’ went off! 
(Repeat action) I don’t have no kind o’ under- 
standin’ what it all means! (Quickly off R.) 


(WuitE, puzzled, rubs lis head and scrutinizes the 
scrap of paper. Enter quickly from L. and c. 
Louise NEVINS.) 


Louise. Anybody here to say howdy? (She 
comes quickly down to R. or C., pausing sharply as 
she observes WuitE on the floor. Exclaimming) 
Pep! What are you doing down there? (Staring at 
him.) 

Waite. I| thought I’d hang around until I catch 

rheumatism. 

Loutse. Get up! up! (Emphatically) Don’t you 
know up? 

Wuirte. Sure I know up. (Rising) Glad to see 
you, Louis-a! 

Louise. Not Louis-a—Louise! I thought you’d 
be in this house party—Pep—that’s why I came! 
Lose two days’ pay by it! Bold of me to say that, 
isn’t it? (Smiling at WuiIte.) 

_ Wuite. Never mind two days’ pay—think how 
happy we are! (Tossing the scrap of paper to L. 
By advancing to Louise. She offers her hand, which 
he takes.) 

— Louise. When do you think you'll be rich enough 
to marry? 

Wuire. Haven’t you heard? 

Louise. What? (Regarding him questioningly.) 
peestTe. (Important) I’m about to land a for- 
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LoutsE. Oh, Pep! (Clasping her hands in de- 
light) Really! Some rich relation die? I’m so glad! 

Wuite. (Close, in her ear—assuming mysterious 
air) Can’t talk about it—just yet! 

Loutse. (Whispering back) Understand! (Nod- 
ding, her finger on her lips.) 


(Enter quickly from L. and c. Eruet BEces, coming 
in briskly, well dressed.) 


ETHEL. Beg your pardon! (Advancing down L. 
of c. WHITE and LouISE R. near settee.) 
' Wuitr. (To EtHet) What for? 

ErHer. (Quick) Nothing—have you seen Vio- 
let ? 

Waite. Violet? 

ETHEL. (Quick, impatient) Violet—yes, Violet, 
Violet 

WuitEe. Yes—I mean no—no—— (Increasing 
nervousness ) What are you asking me for? (Glanc- 
ing up c. nervously.) 

ETHEL. I’m the new secretary, Miss Beggs! 

WuitE. How do you do? Won't you have some 
tea? 

ETHEL. I’ve just had some, but Miss Violet hasn’t 
—have you seen her? 

Wuite. I told you—(Loud) No! I’m not a 
nurse maid—keeping track of young ladies! Right 
this way! 


(Taking Louise by the hand, he conducts her to 
settee—where they both turn, facing ETHEL, re- 
sentful, LOUISE with her head in the air, cling- 
ing to WHITE'S R. arm.) 


Louise. (To Eruer) If you really want Violet, 
you will probably find her in the rose arbor with— 
well—with somebody! 
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Eruev. In the rose arbor—thanks. I'll go at 
once! 


(She is turning briskly up c. when Mrs. WHITNEY 
enters from L. and Cc. in excitement.) 


Mrs. W. (To EtuHet) Have you found her— 
have you seen Violet? (Down c., pausing.) 

ETHEL. (Up stage a little) Ive heard she’s in 
the rose arbor 

Mrs. W. No, she’s not—she’s not there—she’s not 
anywhere! (Observing WHITE near settee R.) Oh, 
Pep, Pepe !—have you seen Violet ? 

Wuite. How could I see her when she’s nowhere? 

Mrs. W. Where is she—it’s nearly time for us to 
go to the civil dance! 

ETHEL. You mean Civic—(Down L. above table.) 

Mrs. W. Whatever it is (Enter quickly from 
rR. Dixie. To Dixie, quick) Have you seen Violet? 

Dixie. No, missus, I hasn’t seen nothin’! 


(Enter from L. quick, BLack. WHITE throws him 
a hasty glance, which BLACK evades.) 


Mrs. W. (To Brack) Oh, Steve—have you 
seen Violet? 

Brack. (Advancing quickly to c., facing Mrs. 
W.) I! Cross my heart! No! 

Mrs. W. Oh, dear; oh, dear! (Jn distress, she 
wrings her hands. Dt1xte, over R. near door, wrings 
her hands.) 

Drxie. (A wail) Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 


_ (ETHEL moves around to L. of table, wringing her 


hands. Enter quickly from c. MARGERY.) 


Marcery. Auntie, have you seen Violet? (Down 
rR. of Mrs. WHITNEY.) 
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Mrs. W., Brack, WHITE. (Loud) No! 


(Marcery, wringing her hands, turns to R., which 
brings her to the L. side of WHITE, with LOUISE” 
on his x. Enter GREEN quickly from C.) 


GREEN. Good evening, folks. (Advancing down 
to R.C.) 

Mrs. W. (To GREEN, in distress) Oh, Mr. Green 
—you all know Mr. Green (All bow to GREEN ) 
Oh, Mr. Green, Mr. Green—have you seen Violet? 

GREEN. (Sharp emphasis) No! Violet! (Looks 
about at the group as he speaks, the hands all come 
to a stop suspended, and all eyes on GREEN) Would 
to heaven I had seen Violet—in time! 

Mrs. W. Oh, Mr. Green! What do you mean? 

GreEN. I have not seen Violet, but I have received 
this! (Opening his hand, he shows a bit of crumpled 
paper. All look at the scrap of paper with interest.) 

Mrs. W. What is it? 

GREEN. (Reading the scrap of paper) “TI have 
been stolen, held for reward—put fifty thousand 
dollars under the pink rose bush if you want to see 
me—alive!” Signed, “Violet.” 

Mrs. W. (A loud outcry) Oh! Stolen! Kid- 
napped! Violet! 


(She drops limp, just in time to be caught by GREEN, 
who struggles to hold her. Instantly LoutsE 
sags and is caught by WHITE on his RK. arm, 
MarceEry likewise—to hang on his L. arm. 
Brack looks across at ETHEL, who staggers 
down L. as BLACK catches her, allowing her to 
hang limp as he holds her with both hands. 
DrxiE utters a loud shriek, moving quickly to 
in front of Mrs. WuITney and GREEN, who 
are alittle up c. Dixie throws up her hands in 
comic despair.) 
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Dixie. Oh! Oh! Mis’ Violet! Who done stole 
yo’! Who done it! Oh! Oh! (Crying hysterically, 
she stumbles c. and drops to her knees, with hands 
clasped, and kicking her high heels.) 


QUICK CURTAIN 


vAGieL 


ScenE: Same as Act I. The next morning. The 
lights in the lamps are off. The cushions that 
were on the settee and arm chair are now scat- 
tered on the floor—two near settee, the other 
near arm chair R. A sheet or two of music on 
the floor, near piano bench. The flowers remain 
in the vases; otherwise the room looks the same. 
The bowl of flowers and cigarettes have been 
removed from the table L. A sheet of paper and 
pencil on the table for LoutsE. 


AT Rise: LoutsE is seated r. of table L. and earn- 
estly bending over the paper, on which she ts 
drawing a diagram, 


ENTER: From u. and c. Drxtie, sighing, almost 
groaning, mournfully. 

Dixtzr. Oh! O-h! O-o-h! (She advances slowly 
down c., wringing her hands in woe, her face drawn 
into a comic grimace, from tearful emotion) A-h-h! 
(Down c. a little, where she pauses. LOovuIsE re- 
mains seated, turning in her chair to speak to D1x1E.) 

Louise. Dixie! What a fearful racket! 

DixtE. O-h! I could jus’ shriek an’ shriek with 
mis’ry ! 

Louise. That won’t do any good! 

Drxie. I knows it, but ma feelin’s is al-le-ve-ated. 

Louise. I’m trying to figure out just how Violet 
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disappeared. (Turning to draw on paper) Now— 
there’s the sun-room—(drawing.) 

’ Dixie. There ain’t no sun nowhere’s without Mis’ 
Violet (Sighing and shaking her head mourn- 
fully, she advances to R. near settee, where she picks 
up a cushion. ) 

Louise. (Engaged with drawing at table) And 
there’s the hall—there’s the door—and there—there’s 
the window! (Continuing to draw.) 

Dixie. (Looking around at Loutse) She didn’t 
go out no windo’—an’ she didn’t go out no do’— 
nobody don’t know where’s she’s went out. (Pick- 
ing up the second cushion from the floor.) 

LoutsE. She must have gone somewhere—but 
where? It’s terribly mystifying! 
 Drxre. It am—it am jes’ as like an old devil him- 
~ se’f come right up out of de groun’ an’ took Mis’ 
_ Violet ’way with him! 

LoutsE. Why should a “debil’”’ come for Violet— 

such a sweet, lovely girl? 

Dix1ez. Debils is always tryin’ to steal angels. 
(Looking at Louise rather witheringly) Don’t yo’ 
all know dat? (Placing one cushion on settee mo- 
mentarily, while she pats up the other.) 

___Loutse. I’m trying to figure it out. (Intent on ay 
drawing. DIxtE sighs heavily. Enter ETHEL c. from 
rR. She carries four letters in envelopes, sealed and 
stamped. ) 

ETHEL. (Looking over letters, advancing) A let- 
ter for you, Louise, and one for 

Louise. For me? (Rising quickly, turning to 
_ErxHeEt) From the folks, I'll bet! (Taking the let- 
ter) Yes, itis! (Turning a few steps to L., she opens 
_ the letter, and reads it.) 

Dixie. (Loud sigh) O-h! 

ETHEL. (Cc. looking at DixteE) Dixie! If you go 
Jike that soméone is sure to hear you—and think 
ye’re torturing you. 
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Drx1e. I don’t care what nobody’s thinks—lI’se 
only frettin’ fo’ Mis’ Violet! (Picking up the cush- 
ion from settee—both cushions now in her hands.) 

ETHEL. We're all anxious, but groaning won’t 
help! (Looking over the letters in her hand.) 

Dixie. It helps me—an’ I’se only ma’sef’?! Ma 
heart, on de inside o’ ma bosom, keeps a-beatin’ an’ 
a-beaten fo’ dat honey child—(Tcarfully)—An’ I 
jes’ can’t help it—I can’t! (With feeling) I couldn’t 
sleep, I couldn’t do nothin’ but pray fo’ her—hasn’t 
you heered even a word? g Looking at ETHEL eag- 
erly.) 

ETHEL. No, Dixie—(Shaking her head sadly) 
Not a word! (Slowly scanning the letters.) 

Dixie. It jes’ breakens me in pieces. (Tearfully, 
with real feeling, she sinks on the settee, still cling- 
ing to the cushions, one in each hand.) 

EruHer. Think of it—kidnapped! (Shuddering. 
LouisE looks up from her letter.) 

Dixie. (Earnestly) May de good Lord help Mis’ 
Violet! He’s the only one what can! 

Etuet. (To Louise) How are the folks? 

Louise. All right—they’ll be horrified when they 
hear about Violet! (Up to seat L. of table, where she 
sits, scanning her letter.) 

ErHeyt. (To Dtxte) Don’t cry, Dixie, I know 
how you feel, but 

Dixie. (An abrupt rally) It’s no but—not a sin- 
gle one—Mis’ Violet’s got stole, an’ no one knows 
where ma honey is! (Resentfully) If yo’ can be 
happy, I can’t! (Whimpering, she places the cush- 
ton in her r. hand on settee.) 

ETHEL. Don’t accuse me of being happy—(Cross- 
ing to chair R. of table) We are all wretched. 

Louise. (Seated i. of table, looking across at 
Dixie) But 

Dixie. (Sharp irritation) Don’t say dem buts— 
I doesn’t like ’em—I doesn’t—they doesn’t soun’ 
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good to me! (Giving the cushion a vicious punch.) 
ETHEL. That’s a prejudiced attitude 
Dixie. (Looking around, suspicious and indig- 
nant) Wha’s dat? 
ETHEL, It is! (Dropping into chair Rr. of table t.) 
Dixie. (Sitting squarely around, facing ETHEL) 
Look o’ here, Mis’ Beggs, I doesn’t like dat kind o’ 
mixed up language, right in front o’ ma face! 
ErHet. I apologize, Dixie! (Smiling at her.) 
Dixie. (A bit pacified) I reckon yo’ has ought 
to! (Returning to her cushions on settee.) 
Eruer. (Partly to LoutsE) Do you know, an 
idea is creeping into my mind! (LovIsE and D1x1E 


. regard her inquiringly.) 


Louise. What is it? 

Erne. Perhaps Violet went off for a prank! 

Drxte. (Rising, facing ETHEL) Now I is mad— 
lis! (Facing ETHEL indignantly) Yo’ a callin’ Mis’ 
Violet a plank! 

Louise. (Correcting, emphatically) Prank—Dixie 
—prank! 

Dixie. (Sniffing, suspicious) I don’t like them 
queer words—nev’ know when they’re goin’ off! 


(Resuming seat on settee. LoutsE replaces her let- 


ter in envelope.) 
Etuev. Perhaps she is only playing a joke! 
Dixie. It ain’t no joke to me—an’ Mis’ Whitney’s 
frettin’ *till she’s mos’ daid! (dead.). 


(Enter Marcery from R.) 


Marcery. Oh, girls! (Pause abruptly, staring at 


_ the others. EruHet and Louise rise instantly, facing 
-Marcervy.) 


and 


Loutse AND ETHEL. (Quick) Any news? (DIxIE 
rises, anticipating a reply from MARGERY.) 
Marcery. Just what I came to ask you. (Ad- 
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vancing rapidly to c. LouIsE and ETHEL shake their 
heads negatively.) 

ETHEL and Louise. Not a word! 

Marcery. Oh! oh! oh! (Wringing her hands. 
Dixie wrings her hands in imitation of MarcERy 
and crosses to extreme RX. of settee.) 

ETHEL. (L.c.) Here’s a letter for you. (Ez- 
tending it to MARGERY.) 

Marcery. I’m simply overcome with this mys- 
tery! (Taking letter with indifference.) 

LouIsE. (L. of L. table) How is Mrs. Whitney? 

Marcery. (c.) Inconsolable. Almost irrational! 
(A step to R.c.) My poise is completely gone! 
(Looking at letter) | wonder who this letter is from? 
I haven’t the life to read it? (She opens the en- 
velope, not taking the letter from it—the interrup- 
tion preventing this natural action.) 

Drxrz. (To Marcery) Ain’t nobody lookin’ fo’ 
Mis’ Violet ? 

Marcery. Mr. Green seems to have taken charge 
of the investigation. (D1xie shakes her head dis- 
consolately and turns up RK. to position near the 
arm chair.) 

Louise. He’s fond of Violet, isn’t he? That ought 
to make him frantically active! 

Marcery. That’s what surprises me—he’s exas- 
peratingly tranquil! (Crosses to R., placing letter in 
her pocket.) 

Dix1E. Some mo’ o’ dem words! (Picking up the 
cushion from floor near armchair, she pats the cush- 
ion into shape and arranges it in armchair, against 
the back, to make a comfortable rest.) 


(Without waiting for this action, enter from L. and 
c. HERBERT GREEN. MARGERY 1s down R., in 
front of settee. She observes GREEN immedi- 
ately on his entrance.) 
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Marcery. Herbert! Any news? 
LoutsE. (Down L. of table, quick) Oh,. I hope 
there is! (All the girls regard GREEN questioningly.) 


(GREEN walks deliberately down c., the eyes and 
heads of the others following automatically as 
he advances; he pauses down c. deliberately, 
then he speaks.) 


GREEN. (Down c.) Not one word! 


(ETHEL, Loutse and Marcery sigh heavily. ETHEL 
leaves letters on table.) 


Drxie. (A groan) O-h! (Everyone shivers, look- 
ing at D1xiE.) 

Marcery. Not even a clue? (GREEN draws a 
small shoe from his pocket.) 

GREEN. I found this near the hedge! 

Dixigz. (Advancing quickly, looking at shoe) 
Da’s Mis’ Violet’s shoe! (All gazing at the shoe.) 
Oh, ma laws! She’s done stole fo’ sure! Where is 
dat chile? Where is she? O-h! (A loud groan) 
O—h! Somebody send her back to us! Send her 
back ! 

GREEN, (Very sharp command, to D1x1E) Stop 
that noise! 

Drxiz. I’m goin’ to yell’s much as I likes—an’ 
nothin’ ain’t goin’ to stop me! (She raises her hands, 
about to yell again, when GREEN grasps her L. hand 

and abruptly checks her.) 

GREEN. Silence, I say, you crazy nut! 

Dixie. I ain’t no nut—an’ I ain’t no crazy! I’se 
—lI'se heart-broken, I is! (Beginning to weep 
again.) 

GREEN. Go over there and weep! (Shoving her 
toward RK.) This is no time for comicalities! Why, 
it’s almost tragedy! 


1 
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Att. Oh, Herb! 

GREEN. (To girls) Do you all recognize this as 
Violet’s shoe? 

Tian eS: 

Dixie. I does—I done put it on Mis’ Violet’s 
sweet lil’ foot las’ night! An’ now dat lil’ foot is 
stole! Oh! It hurts me! It do! It do! (Drxte is 
now expressing real sorrow; she turns toward R. 
door, her voice choking. GREEN and the others look 
at her without smiling.) 

MarceEry. (Looking at Dixie, with real feeling) 
Dixie! We'll find Violet, I’m sure! (Dr1xiz, im 
tears, moves toward the R. door.) 

Dixie. I jes’ can’t stan’ it, I can’t! It makes me 
ache all over—wonderin’ where dat po’ chile is, won- 
derin’ ef we is ever ever goin’ to see her ’gain! (She 
opens the r. door, weeping, and slowly exits. Give 
her time for this scene, and respond with equal feel- 
ing. When Dixie exits, she slowly closes the R. 
door. A very brief pause, then the others relax, with 
slight movement, not allowing the effect to break 
harshly.) 

Marcery. Poor old soul! If anyone in this world 
truly loves Violet, it’s Dixie! (Turning a step 
toward R., brushing away a tear.) 

GREEN. (Earnestly) Dixie is not the only one 
who loves Violet. 

Loutsé. We all do. 

GREEN. And this is her dear little shoe! (Look- 
ing at the shoe.) 

Marcery. (To GREEN) You say it was near the 
hedge. Then she must have gone out the front way. 
(Dropping on settee, facing GREEN.) 

Louise. It’s the most mystifying thing! 

ETHEL. And I thought this party would be so 
delightful! (Dropping into seat at R. of table L.) 

_ GREEN. It will be—yet! (Replacing the shoe in 
his coat pocket.) 


} 
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ETHEL. (Looking at GREEN) When is “yet’’? 

GREEN. I’m not a prophet—or a seer. 

Makrcery. But Herbert 

GREEN. (Turning to MarcEry) Yes, Miss Astor? 

Marcery. It’s such a terribly mysterious disap- 
pearance—— 

GREEN. Disappearances usually are mysterious— 
otherwise, they wouldn’t be disappearances ! 

MarceEry. It’s complete—the way Violet van- 
ished—that’s what J resent! (Pouting.) 

GREEN. (Surprise) Resent? (The others look at 


_MarceEry inquiringly. ) 


Marcery. I wish those kidnappers had stolen me! 

EruHet and Louise. (Exclamation) Margery! 
(GREEN looks at MARGERY in surprise.) 

Marcery. (Unmoved) I do! I just long for an 


opportunity to figure in a state-wide sensation, and 


now Violet—dear little homebody Violet—gets this 
grand chance! 

GrEEN. I don’t imagine Violet was stirred by a 
love of sensation ! 

Louise. Oh, dear! I begin to feel dizzy over the 
whole thing! (Tucking her letter into her pocket.) 

Marcery. If it was me, I’d want some effort made 
to find me! (Looking at GREEN with some reproach.) 

GREEN. I’m not idle—not me! I am a lawyer— 
or will be some day—so I have no hesitancy in giv- 
ing out the statement that I shall be able within a day 
or two to lay my hands on the kidnappers! 


(Marcery and ETuHet rise instantly in amazement.) 


Marcery and EtuHer. You don’t mean it? 

Louise. Who is the villain, or is it a gang? 

GREEN. (Looking around at LoutsE L.) Would I 
stand here like this if I knew who it was? 


Marcery. You said you could lay your hands on 
them ? 
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GREEN. Don’t pry into professional secrecy— 
that’s how half the criminals escape 

ETHEL, LouisE, Marcery. How? 

GREEN. You help them! 

ETHEL. (Indignanily) How dare you! 


(MarcERY marches up to GREEN, close to him, and 
looking defiantly, indignantly into his face) 


Marcery. What do you mean by saying we help 
criminals escape? Answer me! 

GREEN. (Standing firm, smiling a little at her) 
With pleasure! Of course I don’t mean physical 
assistance—but somebody talks, and that’s what 
hurts—the gab and gossip! 

Louise. (Indignantly) Gab and gossip! 

Marcery. Who’s a gab and gossip? 

GREEN. Everybody—you just said you wanted to 
be kidnapped for the sake of playing up a sensation. 

Marcery. Oh! (Turning a step aside to R. impa- 
tiently ) I don’t suppose that’s to be taken literally— 

GREEN. (Smiling) I seldom take pretty girls lit- 
erally (Patting her on the shoulder.) 

MarceEry. (Moves away resentfully) Everyone 
else is on edge, but you seem as gay as a butterfly! 
(Looking at him, pouting and resentful.) 

GREEN. I’m not going to roar like—like that 
Creole belle! (Indicating, and looking toward R. 
door, where Dix1tE made her exit) I must think! 
(Tapping his forehead.) 

Louise. It’s about time! (Regarding GREEN re- 
sentfully. GREEN bows politely to LoutsE.) 

Marcery. While we stand here talking, poor Vio- 
let has been spirited away (Drawing her hand- 
kerchief from her pocket, whimpering a little, as she 
moves toward R. in front of settec.) 

Louise. Miles and miles and hundreds of miles! 

Marcery. By those romantic villains 


a 
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Eruev. I don’t care for the idea of romantic vil- 
ainy! | 

GREEN. Sort of glorified rascality ! 

Marcery. Oh, Herb, you’re heartless! 

GREEN, What do you want me to do? 

Marcery. Something—anything—poor Violet! 
(Weeping) My poor chum! 

GREEN. (Advancing to MARGERY) There, there— 
don’t cry (Taking the handkerchief from Mar- 
GERY’s hand, and drying her tears. MARGERY con- 
tinues to whimper, while ETHEL and LOUISE con- 
verse, undertone, across table L.) Tl do anything 
you say Have a piece of candy? (He draws a 
piece of candy from his pocket and extends it to 
ManrcEeEry.) 
~ Marcery. (/n temper) Keep your old candy! 

GREEN. Not hungry? 

Marcery. And give me my handkerchief! (She 
snatches the candy and tosses it aside, also snatching 
the handkerchief from him—turning down R. in an- 
ger and tears) I don’t see why law has such a har- 
dening effect and makes everyone so cruel! 

GREEN. I’m not cruel—I’m only cautious—under 
instructions from the Inspector! (Pausing c. with a 
rather important air, as he provokes this surprise.) 

Marcery, EtuHer, Loutse. (Great surprise) In- 
spector? 

GREEN. (Relishing the situation) You didn’t ex- 
pect that, did you? Mistook me for a simp Any 
more bold remarks from you, ladies, will be regarded 
as incriminating ! 

ETHEL. (In humorous alarm) J haven’t said any- 
thing ! ; 

Louise. I shan’t open my mouth again. (To L., 


above table.) 


GREEN. Great news. (Looking at MArRGEry) Any 
more converts to the league of silence? 
Marcery. I shall do the rest of my talking in 


50 FAST ‘COLORS ACT II 


thinking! (To R., in front of settee, with a haughty 
air.) 

GREEN. (To Marcery) That speech puts you on 
a pedestal with the gladiators of wisdom! (He bows 
and turns a step to L.c. as Mrs. WHITNEY enters Cc. 
from R., in distress.) 

Mrs. WHITNEY. (Distressed) Oh, Mr. Green! 
(Advancing down r.c.) Margery, Ethel and Louise! 
I’m completely gone! 

GrEEN. No, you’re not—you’re here! (Taking 
her arm) Take it easy! 

Mrs. WHITNEY. Perhaps I might if I was a man, 
but I’m only a woman! 

GREEN. That’s true 

Marcery. (To Mrs. WuiItTNEyY) How do you 
feel? 

Mrs. Wuitney. Numb! Frozen! Like frost-bit- 
ten feet! 

GREEN. Oh, that couldn’t be—it’s seventy-two de- 
grees—on the porch. 

Mrs. WuitNEy. What a night I’ve had! Such 
dreams—no, not dreams—nightmares ! 

GREEN. Anything interesting ? 

Mrs. WuitneEy. Yes! (All move a little forward, 
interested.) I thought, I say—I mean, I dreamed— 

GREEN. Wait! Sit here and tell us all about this 
entrancing horror! (He moves the chair from RX. of 
table forward to c. for Mrs. WHITNEY. LOUISE is 
L., above table a little. ETHEL is back of table. Mar- 
GERY is R., in front of settee. GREEN is L. of Mrs. 
WHITNEY. ) 

Mrs. Wuitney. How nice you are to a distracted 
woman! (Whimpering a little as she scats herself c.) 

GREEN. Don’t dwell on that—let’s hear about your 
odd dream. 

Mrs. WuitneEy. It was odd. Do you believe in 
dreams? 
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GREEN. It all depends upon what I eat for din- 
ner ! 

Mrs. Wuitney. Listen! (With an air of mys- 
tery) I dozed, and then I saw a man! (All listen- 
ing with deep interest.) 

Marcery. You saw a man! 

Louise. What kind of a man? 

Mrs. Wuitney. He was dressed in grey! 

GREEN. Pepper and salt, or pearly grey? 

Mrs. WuitneEy. Oh, I couldn’t tell whether it was 
which 

EtHet. What’s the difference? 

GREEN. (To Eruet) There is considerable dif- 

ference between pepper and salt! 

Marcery. Don’t argue about spices! 

Etuer. Did you get a good look at the man? 

Green. How about his complexion? 

_ Mrs. Wuitney. (Comic seriousness) I forgot to 
look 

GREEN. Nearly everybody has a complexion of 
some kind. What else did you observe? 

Mrs. WHITNEY. His eyes! 

Marcery, Etuer, Loutse. Eyes! 

GREEN. Then he had eyes? 

Mrs. Wuitney. Awful eyes! 

GREEN. I thought so! Evil! Sinister! Ferocious! 
Malevolent! Is that correct? (Looking at her.) 

Marcery. I should think it would be! 

GREEN. Any other originality about this gentle- 
man? 

Mrs. Wuitney. His hair! 

Marcery. Straight or curly? 

Mrs. Wuitney. It looked excitable! 

GREEN. Excitable hair! Valuable bit of evidence! 
(A step away to L.) 

Mrs. Wuitney. Then, suddenly, it turned a dark 
black! 
_ GREEN. Good! The picture, finished, shows a 
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man with miscellaneous eyes—and dark black hair! 
He can be identified among a million! 

Marcery. (To Mrs. Wuitney) It must have 
been the man who stole Violet! 

Mrs. WuiTNEY. It was a dream, my dear! 

Marcery. Dreams often come true. From your 
description we can surely accuse someone! 

GREEN. (To Marcery) Do you expect to pick 
out some of your friends? 

Mrs. WuitneEy. (Rising) Of course not 
_ Margery. You know what they always say in the 
newspaper—the job was worked from the inside— 

Lourse. You little Sherlock Holmes! | 

Marcery. (With confidence) It was someone 
who knew Violet and the plan of the house! 

GrEEN. (Sarcastically) I suppose the kidnapper 
went down to the building department and returned 
with a copy of the plans! 

Marcery. (Irritated) That’s not my idea at all! 
But of course I didn’t hope for any appreciation. 

Mrs. Wuitney. (Distressed) I cannot under- 
stand why anyone would do this. Violet had no ene- 
mies, the dear, sweet child. She was left to my care 
by her mother, and now she’s gone! (Tearfully) I 
feel so guilty! ; 

GREEN. Kidnappers work with just one object. 

Mrs. WuitneEy. (An-viously) What is it? 

GREEN. (Emphatically) Reward! Money, and 
plenty of it! 

Mrs. Watney. Why didn’t you mention that be- 
fore? (GREEN moves the chair back to former po- 
sition at table.) 

Marcery. Of course! We ought to know that! 

GREEN. How do you feel about it? (Returning 
to Mrs. WHITNEY.) 

Mrs. Witney. My only thought is to recover 
Violet, at any cost! 

- GREEN. (Alert, interested) At any cost! That 
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warms up! How about twenty-five thousand dollars? 

Mrs. WuitNneEy. Twenty-five or more What 
does it matter? 

GREEN. Well, then, make it fifty—since it comes 
so jauntily. Shall I run out and notify the news- 
paper to offer fifty thousand reward? 

Mrs. Wuitney. Oh, I’d so much rather avoid 
notorosity ! 

GREEN. Notoriety—that’s what I anticipated, so I 
arranged for the appearance here of Inspector 
Burke. 

Att WoMEN. (Jn surprise and alarm) Inspector 
Burke! 

Marcery. A policeman !. 

GrEEN. You all like policemen, don’t you? (Glanc- | 
ing around the group.) 

Louise. They’re so inquisitive! 

EruHert. We'll get arrested? 

Mrs. WHITNEY. What for? 

Marcery. Nothing, but cops don’t mind that. 

GREEN. He isn’t an honest-to-goodness cop—he 
comes from a private agency. (The women look re- 
lieved. GREEN looks at his watch) This is logically 
the moment for official entry. He ought to be here 
now. (A step to L.) 


(Enter INSPECTOR BuRKE from c. He pauses just 
inside the entrance. ) 


Burke. I am! (He carries an air of sweeping 
authority, as the others, startled by his abrupt en- 
trance, turn to look at him, Mrs. WHITNEY a Step 
toward R.c. as BURKE strides down c., pausing down 
c.) How do you do? 

GrEEN. This is Inspector Burke! 

_ Burke. (Louder and gruff) How do you do? 
(He raises his hand to his hat in a kind of salute, 
then removes the hat. All the women look at him in 
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startled surprise.) As you have been informed, I 
am Inspector Burke—noted detective. I am known 
as the man who never fails to get his man! (Posing 
with exaggerated manner, flinging his hat on his 
head, a little over his eye, and head lowered in a 
threatening manner.) 

Marcery. But this is a girl 

Burke. (To MarceEry, gruffly) Don’t begin to 
cross-examine me! 


(Marcery draws back timidly. Enter from R. 
DixtE, curious and surprised at BURKE'S ap- 
pearance. She remains quiet for the moment.) 


GREEN. Naturally, the ladies are not accustomed 
to your type, Inspector—but it gives us hope 
(Introducing) This is Mrs. Whitney. 

Burke. (To Mrs. WHITNEY) How do you do? 
(Removing lis hat) Are you the boss of the ranch? 

Mrs. Wuitney. (In distressed tone) Oh, Mr. 
Burke—do you know where Violet is? 

Burke. (Same gruff tone) I don’t even know 
who Violet is! 

Mrs. WuitneEy. She is my niece and she has dis- 
appeared ! 

Burke. (With vast importance) Ah! Ah! (As 
the others watch him in a sort of awe, he strides over 
to GREEN, who is a little L. of c. down stage, and 
puts his (BuRKE’s) hat on GREEN’S head—at an 
angle. Again) Ah! (Up to back of chair at R. of 
table L., turning front with heavy determination, and 
resting his hand on back of chair—his whole action 
meaning to impress and hold the group spellbound— 
which it does. To GREEN) Your name is Green! 


(STEVE and PEP outside c. door, each poking his 
head in, just visible at the portieres, in siaomes 
position. ) 
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GREEN. Nature’s own color! 
Burke. Where is Black and White? 


(DrxtE, r., observes STEVE and PEP at c. door.) 


Drxie. Here they is! 

BurkE. (Not looking around) I see! (Striding 
to c., drawing a memo book and pencil from his 
pocket.) 

Dixie. He’s got eyes in de back o’ his haid (head) 
—dat man! (Regarding Burke.) 

Burke. (Turning a frown upon DixiE) I know 
my business ! 

Biack. So do we! (BuLack advances down ex- 
treme R. side, WHITE down L. ) 


(Positions: BuRKE c. GREEN L. of BurRKE, below 
him. ETHEL above v. table. Louise over L. 
above L. door. WHITE down extreme L. Mrs. 
WHITNEY Rk. of BurRKE, on line with him. Mar- 
GERY in front of settee R. DIXIE up R. on line 
with R. door. BLACK down extreme R. All fac- 
ing BuRKE.) 

(Note: These cues are to be picked up promptly, 
the group, in a way, catching the snappish tone 
of Burke, still not hurried. There is an under- 
current of tensity, since everyone is unprepared 
for BurKE’s questions, and a natural curiosity 
follows a police investigator.) 


Wuirte. (To Burke) You may fire when you 
are ready! (Mock salute. BURKE catches the salute, 
which BLAcK imitates. BuRKE, turning at the in- 
stant, catches the second mock salute.) 

Burke. (Indignantly) Don’t you make faces at 
me! 

Mrs. Wuitney. (To Burke) Poor boys— 
they’re so upsettled ! : 
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GREEN. Let’s begin! You'll want to. question 
everybody! (Removing the hat, holding it carelessly 
with both hands clasping the brim.) 

Burke. (c.) The first question is—my pay! 
Mrs. WuitTNey. I'll pay you, Professor 
BurKE. (Correcting) Inspector, Madam, Inspec- 
tor 
Mrs. WuitTNEy. Of course 
Burke. (Sharp interruption) Are you a rich 
woman? Answer yes or no? 
Mrs. WHITNEY. Yes—yes 

BurKE. (Promptly) Then my valuable services 
will cost you one hundred dollars an hour! (BLack 
and WHITE utter prolonged whistles. GREEN drops 
Burxe’s hat. To GREEN) Pick up that hat! (GREEN 
quickly picks up the hat, holding it as before. To 
Mrs. WHITNEY) Take it or leave it! 

Mrs. WuitTneEy. I'll take it! 

GREEN. (To BuRKE) You're engaged! 

Mrs. WuitNEy. Anything, any sum, only bring 
Violet back! (Moving to R.) 

Burke. (Sharply) Sit down! (Mrs. WHITNEY, 
taken unaware, drops on settee R.) Anything you 
say may be used against you 

Mrs. WHITNEY. Oh, Professor. 
ing.) 

Burke. (A roar) Inspector! Madam, Inspector! 


(Half ris- 


(Mrs. WHITNEY drops back into her seat. MARGERY 
drops down beside her, Rx., while the tone so 
startles the others it causes Dixie to flop into 
the armchair rR. and ETHEL sinks on the piano 
bench Lt. Loutse moves quickly to position be- 
side ETHEL, with arm about her neck; Brack 
and WHITE remain unmoved, and GREEN again 
drops the hat.) 


‘Brack. Don’t frighten the ladies! 
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Burke. (Loud and threatening) Who's frighten- 
ing the ladies? Another break from you, and 
(Striding to L. quickly, he picks up the chair from R. 
of table.) 

Wuite. Don’t you throw that chair! (All the 
women show fear.) 

Att WomeEN. Oh! Inspector! (BuRKE brings 
the chair to c. and turns to GREEN.) 

Burke. Pick up that hat! (GREEN picks up the 
hat.) You're all under suspicion! 

Wom_EN. (Loud cry of fear) Oh! Inspector! 
(All rise.) 

Burke. (Jn a commanding tone) Sit down! 


(Mrs. Wuitney and Marcery drop into former 
seats. Biack and Wuite sit on the floor, R. 
and L., a little forward. DIxtE, ETHEL and 
Louise have remained standing, though not at 
ease.) 


Burke. Shut the door! (DrxiE rushes to rR. door 
and closes it.) Shut the door! (LoutsE rushes to L. 
door and closes it, while ETHEL turns quickly up c. 
and brings the portieres together. Each remains at 
the same position, turning to face BURKE) I warn 
you—this is not a vaudeville show! 

Mrs. Wuitney. (Tecarfully) Indeed it isn’t, Pro- 
fessor (Correcting) Inspector—Inspector ! 

Waite. When do important developments begin, 
Mister? (Looking at BurKE.) 

Burke. (To WuitE) Another break like that 
and you'll get in the wagon! 

Mrs. WHITNEY. What wagon? 
__ Burke. (A roar) Patrol! (Seating himself with 

the back of the chair toward front, and BuRKE 
astride it) You’re all under suspicion! (GREEN 
turns, leaning with his back against the table.) 

Brack. What do we do when we’re under suspi- 
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cion? (Dixie, ETHEL and Louise advance a step, 
in anxiety, listening.) 

Burke. Sit down, and don’t obstruct justice! 
(Louise and ETHEL sit on piano bench, DIxiE tip- 
toes over to armchair RK. and sits on the edge of the 
chair.) Now then, what seems to be the trouble? 


(GREEN, holding the hat in his x. hand, with his 
arms crossed, 1s so surprised he turns partly to 
look at BurKE, and allows the hat to drop to 
the L. of him. Not at the moment it drops, but 
a few seconds later, WHITE reaches for the hat 
and secures it.) 


Mrs. WuITNEY. (Astonished) Why, I thought 
you understood ! 

Burke. (To Mrs. WHITNEY, frowning) I know 
my business—more than I can say for some people! 
(Looking around the circle and sniffing contemptu- 
ously. WHITE begins to play with the hat—quiet ac- 
tion—twisting it into grotesque shapes.) What’s this 
all about? 

GREEN. (Standing, as before, L.c.) It’s this way, 
Inspector—last evening—(Heroically)—just as the 
sun went down 

Burke. (Loud) What’s the sun got to do with 
it? 

GREEN. Nothing—I am leading up—just as—just 
at this moment, Miss Violet was about to enter the 
sunroom—that’s where the sun comes in—she was 
preceded by her friend, Miss Margery 

Burke. (Very abrupt interruption) Margery! 
Ah! Then there was someone else? (Staring at 
GREEN.) 

GREEN. (Calmly) Oh, yes! 

Burke, (Harshly) Where is this woman, Mar- 
gery? 
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Marcery. (Rising indignantly) Don’t you call me 
a woman! 

Burke. (Rising, glaring at Marcery) Ah! It’s 
you! (Striding a step toward her. MARGERY re- 
treats.) 

Brack. (As Marcery backs) Don’t step on me! 

Burke. (Pausing just L. of the settee, glaring at 
Marcery) What do you know about this crime? 
(All rise.) 

Mrs. Wuitney, Marcery, Louise, ETHEL. (Ex- 
clamation) Crime! 

Marcery. (Bordering on hysteria) He’s accusing 
me—he is—he is! 

Burke. Guilty conscience needs no accuser! 

GREEN. (Advancing quickly) Hey, you’re entirely 
on the wrong track! (With a quick movement, he 
whirls the chair c. around, facing front, and jerks 
Burke by the coat-tail into the chair; all the others 
watching with interest. Assuming BuRKE’s tone) 
Sit down! 

Burke. (Bobbing up) You're tampering with jus- 
tice! 

Aut, (Loud) Sit down! (GREEN jerks him back 
in the chair.) 

GREEN. (To BurKE, severe tone) You’re making 
a travesty of the law! 

Burke. I know my business! (Half rising, then 
dropping into chair.) 

GREEN. Prove it! 

At. Prove it! 

GREEN. (To all, aloud) Quiet! (All quiet. To 
BurkE) The mob’s quiet—now it’s up to you 
(Crossing around back of BurKe’s chair, to R. of 
it.) 

_ Burxe. Where were we at? (Peering into his 
notebook. ) 

GREEN. Violet was about to enter the sunroom— 
which she didn’t—what do you make out of that? 
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Burke. I know my business. 

Brack. What is your business? 

Burke. (Looking at Biack) What is your 
name? 

Brack. Black! 

Burke. How do you spell it? 

Brack. With a J. 

Burke. (Writing) J-a-c-k ass! You look the 
part! 

Brack, object! 

WuiteE. Objection overruled! 

Burke. (To Wuite) Since you are so anxious 
to appear i1 these proceedings, give a description of 
your personal appearance—are you a tall, dark man? 

Wuirte. No, I’m a little short fellow! 

Burke. That goes to headquarters! (Writing 
rapidly in book.) 

Marcery. (Jn alarm) Oh, Pep, that means you're 
indicted ! 

Burke. You're all under suspicion! (To GREEN) 
Your name's Green—Black—White and Green—a 
fatal combination of colors! 

Brack. Fast colors 

Wuite. We never run! 

GREEN. What’s that got to do with Violet? 

BurKke. (Loud) Violet! Black, White, Green and 
Violet! Deeper, and deeper, and d-e-e-per! Ah! 
(With a harsh finish, scribbling rapidly in the memo 
book.) 

Mrs. WHITNEY. (Rising, in distress) Oh, In- 
spector, what a mystery it is! 

Burke. As we say professionally, involved, en- 
tangled, complicated, inexplicable! 

Dixie. (Eyes wide open) I nev’ did hear such 
speechables ! 

Mrs. WuitneEy. Violet was going to have a cup 
of tea in the sunroom—which she never reached! 

-Burxe. Why not? 
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GREEN. (Irritated) Why not! 
Brack. (Jn disgust) Why not! 
Waite. (In disgust) Oh, boy! 


(Brack and WuHuiteE rise to kneeling position. 
WHITE puts the hat on his head, now twisted 
into comic shape.) 


Dixte. (Back of settee) They ain’t no sense to 
this ! 

BurKkE. What’s that! (Jumping up threatening- 
ly.) 
- Drxte. (Dodging away in fear) I ain’t talkin’ 
*bout yo’! (BurkKE swings the char aside to L.) 

Burke. (To GREEN, who is R., facing him) 
You're trying to tell me that this young lady named 
Violet disappeared ? 

GREEN. Exactly! 

Brack. He’s on! (Rising.) 

Waite. (Rising) Bright youngster! 


(Younc and Brack begin to work up stage, moving 
up on extreme L. and R. to position near c. door. 
This action is slow enough to be unobserved, as 
the others continue excitedly.) 


GREEN. That’s the moment at which she disap- 
peared, vanished! 

Burke. Leaving no clue! 

Dixie. (Abrupt and loud) He’s got a shoe in his 
pocket! (Pointing to GREEN.) 

GREEN. (Turning on Dixie) Shut up! (Back to 
Burke, quick) ‘I have no shoe in my pocket—my 
shoes are on my feet! 

' Burke. (Loud) All right—your shoes are on 
your big feet, and the girl is gone! What comes 
next? 

ALL, You do! 
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(All regard BURKE with indignation and crowding a 
little forward from normal positions. ) 


Burke. I know my business! But there’s one im- 
portant point you have overlooked 

ALL WoMEN. What? 

Burke. (To GREEN) Was this in the daytime or 
the afternoon? 

WomeEN. (Astonished) In the daytime or the 
afternoon! 

Aut MEN. (Loud) At night! 

Women. Last night! 


(BLack and Wuite are now at c. door, planning to 
make hasty exit.) 


GREEN. Just as the sun went down! 

Burke. A-h! Now I have it! In ten minutes Ill 
put my hands on the man who did this dark, devilish, 
dastardly deed! (In a voice of thunder) Where’s 
Black and White? (Whirling around, facing up 
stage.) 

Brack. (Loud) Here’s where the fast colors 
run! 


(WHITE tosses BuRKE’s hat in the air, to fall on 
piano, as BLAcK and Wuite rush out c. BURKE 
rushes up stage, blowing police whistle. All the 
women in confusion and alarni.) 


Marcery. What are you doing? 

Burke, I’m calling the wagon! (Whistle again, 
loud. ) 

Louise. What for? 

Burke. (Down c. a step) You're all under sus- 
picion—I’m going to lock you up. (Whistle again. 
All the women scream in excitement and alarm.) 
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GREEN. (Quick) You can’t lock up all these beau- 
tiful women! 

BurkE. (Quick, harsh) I’m used to locking up 
beautiful women, and—ugly men! 

Mrs. WuitTNeEy. Oh, save us, somebody! 

Dixie. (To BurKE) You won't no lock me up! 

Burke. (To Dixie) I'll put you in jail! 

Drxre. [ll put yo’ in the cellar! (BuRKE rushes 
toward D1xiE, who grapples with him.) Help, help, 
he’s grabbing me by the neck! 


- (GREEN endeavors to pull Burke away, but Dixie 
hangs to Burke. Mrs. WHITNEY down stage 
in front of settee, MARGERY nearby, trying to 
quiet Mrs. WHITNEY, who ts hysterical.) 


Mrs. WHITNEY. Help—help! (Loutse, L., cling- 
ing to ETHEL.) 
Louise. Let’s call the fire department! 


(BurKE manages to blow his whistle as GREEN 
tumbles him to a sitting position on the floor c.) 


Dixte. Oh! he’s callin’ the cops! 


(GREEN, L. of BuRKE, snatches the whistle away 
from Burke. Drxie ts R. of BURKE. Quick as 
a flash, the portieres c. are opened by BLAcK 
and WuitTeE, who appear with their coats turned 
wrong side out, masks over their faces—masks 
composed of handkerchiefs—and caps drawn 
well over their foreheads.) 


Brack and Wuite. (Loud, threatening) Hands 
up! (Each points a candy pistol, of chocolate, at the 


group.) 


(Mrs. Wuitney, with a cry of terror, flops on the 
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settee R. MARGERY, near her, crouches in fear. 
ETHEL and LovisE, L., cling to each other, 
GREEN, a little L. of BURKE, stares at BLACK 
and WHITE, while DIxIk, in terror, throws up 
her hands and shrieks.) 


Dixie. Who is yo’—who is yo’! 
Brack and WuitTE. We're the kidnappers! Be- 
ware ! 


(Burke ts rising. As DrxiE catches this, she flops 
into BURKE’s arms; he staggers under her weight 
and her grasp.) 


QUICK CURTAIN 


ACTA IIt 
ScENE: Same as previous acts. Half an hour later. 


At Rise: Mrs. WHITNEY is lying on the settee, 
quite unconscious. Her head rests on a pillow 
at R. end. 

The portieres are still closed on the c. door- 
way, and ETHEL and LOUISE are peering out 
cautiously—ETHEL on the r., LouIsE L. BURKE 
is seated in the chair at x. of table. He is bound 
to the chair by a sash, worn by one of the girls 
earlier in the scene. He cannot move, as his 
hands are behind his back. His tie has been used 
to close his mouth, and the hat he wore origin- 
ally, so abused by WHITE, is now on his head, 
drawn forward, making him a ridiculous figure. 
Dixie stands back of his chair, ready to restrain 
him. GREEN is down L. of table, his hands in his 
pocket, smoking, the really only calm person in 
the room. 


GREEN. (To Dix1e) Well, Dixie, how does your 
prisoner seem? 

Dixie. Seems as ef he’s gone off into a trance! 

GREEN. I’m sorry for him, but we couldn’t let him 
put us in the wagon! 

Drxrz. He didn’t know no better. I reckon he 
knows it now! 

Green. (To Louise and ETHEL, up c.) How 
about it, girls? 

LoutsE. They’re gone 
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EtHet. Not a sign of the monsters. (Peering 
through curtains.) 

LoutseE. (Turning, to GREEN) But Violet—she 
must be thousands and thousands of miles away! 

GREEN. (Smiling) She disappeared only twelve 
hours ago—you can’t travel thousands of miles in 
that time. 

LoutseE. (Looking at him steadily) I don’t under- 
stand you! 

GREEN. That’s because I’m so level-headed. 


(Enter from R. quickly, MARGERY, carrying a glass 
pitcher full of water, and a glass. She pauses 
just inside door.) 


Marcery. Everything safe? 
GREEN. Come in, Margy—nobody'll kidnap you. 


(MarcEry crosses quickly to back of table L., where 
she places the pitcher and glass. GREEN con- 
tinues to smoke. Marcery looks at him with 
growing indignation. ) 


Marcery. Herb Green—you act horribly! 

GREEN. I know I’m not a great actor! (Smiling.) 

Marcery. You don’t seem to have any heart, or 
any feelings, or any conscience, or any brains, or 
anything ! 

GREEN. Leave me a leg to stand on. (A light 
laugh, which irritates MARGERY.) 

Marcery. (Jndignation) O-h! (Glaring at 
GREEN) I simply can’t speak without choking! 

GREEN. Your emotion is wholly misplaced! 


(Marcery crosses to c., pausing, where she looks 


at Mrs. WHITNEY, on settee R.) 


~ Marcery. Look at poor Mrs. Whitney ! (Look- — 


ote 
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ing at GREEN with flashing eyes) You don’t seem 
to care even for her misery! (Crossing rapidly to 
Mrs. WuitNEy) Poor dear! (She kneels beside 
settee and strokes Mrs. Wutitney’s forehead. 
GREEN sits in chair at L. of table, calmly smoking. 
Observing this action, LOUISE comes down C., re- 
garding GREEN with indignation. ) 

Louise. (To GREEN, indignantly) I feel just as 
Margy does, Herb—how perfectly hardened you 
are! It’s astonishing, and—it’s, it’s brutal! 

GREEN. Sometimes appearances are deceiving. 
(Smuling at Louise.) 

Loutse. Don't you care anything at all about poor 
kidnapped Violet? 

GREEN. (Firmly) You can wager your last nickel 
I do! 

LoutsE. You don’t show it! (A step to R., glanc- 
ing back indignantly) You're not making a move! 

GREEN. Wouldn't it surprise you if I brought in 
the kidnapper single handed? 

‘ Loutse. It certainly would! (Sarcastically) I can 
see the picture—but you're not in it! (Turning to 
settee R.) How is she? (She looks at Mrs. Wuit- 
NEY over back of settee while MARGERY continues to 
smooth her forehead and pat her hand, hanging limp 
beside her. BuRKE wriggles in his chair, muttering 
hoarsely.) 

_ Drxte. (To Burke) Keep still, yo-—I’ll pull yo’ 
ear, an’ I'll pull it hard! 

ETHEL. (Down xr.) Don’t murder him! 

Dixie. It’s his own fault if I murders him! He 
can keep quiet ef he wants, only he’s jes’ stubborn! 

_ (Jerking the tie closer about BurKE, who wriggles.) 

GREEN. You can hardly blame him! 

 Drxie. I does blame him—he’s hired to fin’ our 
_ dear sweet Mis’ Violet—an’ he don’t do nothing only 
say we is all under s-s-suspicion! He’s the mos’ 


_good-for-nothin’est cop I ev’ did see! 
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ETHEL. (c. to MARGERY R.) How is Mrs. Whit- 
ney? 

Marcery. (Kneeling at settee) She’s coming to. 
(Mrs. WHITNEY stirs a little.) 

GREEN. To what? 

Louise. (Looking at GREEN) As if you cared! 

GREEN. I seem to be in bad here! (Rising, he 
looks at the girls.) 


(LovuisE and ETHEL turn their backs on GREEN. 
GREEN smiles and, still smoking, turns up to 
piano, where he carelessly picks up a piece of 
music from the floor and glances over it. DIXIE 
stands on guard beside BURKE.) 


Marcery. There! (To Mrs. WHITNEY) Do you 
know me, dear Mrs. Whitney ? 

Mrs. WHITNEY. (Half conscious) Where am I? 

Dixie. (Looking across) Yo’ is in the same place. 

Mrs. Wuitney. (A little louder) What has hap- 
pened ? 

Dix1e. (Comic surprise) What’s happened? Fo’ 
law’s sake! Mos’ everything! 

Marcery. She fainted, you know, Dixie! 


(Mrs. WHITNEY sits up, her feet on the floor, pass- 
ing her hand over her head.) 


Dixiz. Yes’m. A faint is an awful desease! (A 
little r. of BURKE.) 

Mrs. WuitNney. I recall everything—Violet—and 
then someone came in 

DixizE. Das what it war—dat! (Indicating 
BurKE, jerking off his hat.) 

Mrs. WuitneEy. The Inspector! (Looking at 
Burke) Is that him? 

DrxiE. Da’s what’s left of him! (She keeps the 
~ hat and finally takes it off at her exit.) 
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(BuRKE wriggles in his seat, while GREEN turns, 
looking on with a smile.) 


Mrs. WHITNEY. The poor man! Why did you 
tie him? 

Drxie. ’Cause he’s like a mad dog—was goin’ to 
put everybody in the jail house! 

Mrs. WuitNnEy. I remember everything now— 
and poor Violet—haven’t you found her? 

Dixie. (Looking at BuRKE in disgust) Here’s 
what yo’ brang to fin’ her—an’ he ain’t foun’ nothin’! 

Loutse. We thought Mr. Green was going to 
solve the mystery (Frowning at GREEN.) 

Eruer. And he hasn’t done anything—but irri- 
tate us! 

Marcery. (Rising) It’s just about time some- 
thing was done—lI’m going to the really and truly 
police! (Drawing herself up with determined air. 
GREEN at once lays down the music, and advances 
down L. of table.) 

GREEN. (To Marcery) You'll do nothing of the 
kind. I offered the reward, I’m responsible for it, 
and I'll handle the case my own way! 

Marcery. You're not handling it at all! 


(Mrs. Wuitney rises, looking at GREEN.) 


GrEEN. A good detective never talks—he marches 
in with his man! 

Louise. (To GREEN) You're not a good detec- 
tive—— 

Marcery. Or even a bad one. 

GREEN. You'll be sorry for that—you’ll go down 
on your knees and beg my pardon! 

Marcery. (Indignantly) I! On my knees! Not 
to you, or any man! 

Mrs. WHITNEY. Don’t quarrel—it’s a serious mat- 
ter. (Advancing to c.) Let the poor man go! 
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Dixie. (Back of chair) Yo’ don’t know how dog 
gone poor he is! 

Mrs. WuitNeEy. (To BurRKE) Would you like to 
be released, poor man? (BURKE nods vigorously.) 
Of course he would. 

Eruert. Make him promise 

Louise. Not to put us in the wagon. 


(BuRKE nods “no” vigorously.) 


Drxtz. (Back of Burxke’s chair) I don’t like to 
trust him, but ef yo’ says so 

GREEN. (Important manner) Ill protect you, 
Dixie. 

Louise. (Sarcastically) Yes—you’re some pro- 
tector! 


(Mrs. WHITNEY draws back to R., a little above 
settee, with ETHEL and LoutsE on each side of 
her. Marcery in front of settee, looking at 
BuRKE. ) 


Dixie. (To BurKE) I’se goin’ to let yo’ go, but 
heav’n help yo’ ef yo’ gets sassy! (She unties the 
sash binding his arm, keeping it. BURKE swings his 
arms wildly.) Look o’ dat! He’s a reg’lar ragmuf- 
fin! (Stil facing BuRKE, she retreats a few steps up 
stage.) 

Marcery. (To BurKkeE) Shall I take the gag out 
of your mouthy? (Crossing quickly to back of 
BuRKE. ) 

Louise. Oh, Marg, you talk to him as if he was 
a little doggie. 

GREEN. Marg is a wonderful squarer! 


(Burke nods “yes” vigorously.) 


MarceEry. (Back of chair, removing gag) You 
mustn’t feel peeved about it. There! 
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(As Burke is released, he sputters extravagantly, 
shaking himself like a shaggy dog.) 


Burke. B-r-r-r-r—B-r-r-r-r-r- 

LouIsE. (Quick, comic alarm) I hope he won’t 
bite! (The women draw away a little, watching 
BuRKE. ) 

Burke. (A roar, rising) This is contempt of 
court! 

Marcery. (Quick) Oh, no, it isn’t—it’s only a 
little joke! (Smiling at BuRKE.) 

Grrts. (Relaxing, smiling) That's all! 

Burke. All! (Jn rage) You won't find it so cute 
when I get through! Water! Water! 


(GREEN, at L. of table, pours water in the glass and 
extends it to BURKE, across the table.) 


GREEN. Don’t drink too much while you’re in a 
temper ! 

Burke. (Loud) T—temper! I could ex-p-l-o-d-e! 

GREEN. Perhaps we better not mix water and dy- 
namite! (Draxing the glass back.) 

Burke. Give me that glass! (Leaning over table, 
taking glass from GREEN. Looking at glass) Is this 
all you have? 

GREEN. It’s the wettest water we have. 


(BuRKE empties the glass at a gulp.) 


Dixie. (Watching Burke) La! He drinks jes’ 
like a cow!. 


Louise. He may not like being compared to ani- 
mals! 


(Burke places the glass on table, and turns toward 
Dixie.) 
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BurKE. Cow! Who said cow? 


(MarcEery comes quickly around to in front of 
BuRKE.) 


Marcery. Don’t mind 
more nice water ? 

Burke. (Loud) No! (Marcery retreats up 
stage and back to position above table. Facing Mrs. 
WuitnEy) Madam! This is an outrage! An out- 
rage! 

Mrs. WHITNEY. (Maintaining her position) Don’t 
roar at me! I didn’t tie you! 

Burke. I know who did Just let me get my 
hands on her throat! (He clenches his fists as he 
glares at DixtE, who is R., a few steps from RK. door.) 

Dixie. Yo’ ain’t goin’ to git yo’ big ugly bear 
han’s on ma throat (Moving toward RK. door) 
Not fo’ yo’ life yo’ ain’t! 


Do you want some 


(BurkKE makes a dash for Dixt£, who makes a funny 
exit off R., slamming the door as BURKE nearly 
reaches it. All watching with interest. D1xtE 
laughs heartily and loud outside R. door.) 


BurkKE. She laughs at me—ha! (Drawing back 
toward c.) Somebody is goin’ to pay for this, and 
pay dear! 

Marcery. (Advancing to c.) Don’t be cross when 
we've done our best to entertain you. 

BurKE. (Gritting his teeth) Entertain! (Getting 
to c.) Do you think you can treat the majesty of the 
law like this and get away with it? j 

Mrs. Wuitney. It’s the kidnappers who are get- 
tin away—I want my niece! 

Burke. I want my tie! (Jerking at his collar) 
Who stole my tie? 


ACT III BAST). COLORS 73 


(Mrs. Wuitney, shaking her head in despair, 
_ crosses to settee R. and sits.) 


MarcEry. (Sweetly) Here it is, Inspector. 
Shall I arrange it for you? 

Burke. (A bit less explosive, to MARGERY) I’m 
not used to having my jewelry arranged by a maid. 

Marcery. I just love to. (Putting the tie about 
his neck) When I’m home, I always arrange my 
daddy’s tie. (Arranging the tie.) 

Burke. (Relenting a little) You're the only polite 
kid around here. 

Marcery. (Smiling at BuRKE) And you will 
stand by us, won’t you, dear Mr. Burke? 

Burke. On one condition—more money! 

Mrs. Wuitney. I don’t care what it costs—eny 
price—only act! 

Burke. That’s all the thanks I get for working 
my head off! 

Marcery. You will find Violet, dear Mr. Inspec- 
tor? Have you any idea where she is? 

Burke. Of course I have! 


(MarcEry completes arranging the tie.) 


Att Women. (/n surprise) You have! 

Burke. Easy—don’t growl—you'll frighten the 
crooks. (ETHEL back of settee ut.) Crooks are 
smart 

Eruev. They’re smarter than the law! 

Burke. (To ETHEL, severe) Young woman, 
that’s contempt 

-Marcery. But the reward isn’t 
_Lovutse. We forgot all about that 

Marcery. Violet said in her note to leave fifty 
thousand dollars under the pink rose bush! 

GrEEN. There isn’t a pink rose bush in the block! 
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Burke. Of course there ain’t! The kidnappers 
are kiddin’ you. 

Louise. What a mean trick! (Dropping down on 
settee R. of Mrs. WHITNEY. ) 

EtuHev. Unethical subterfuge! 


(BuRKE peers at ETHEL, puzzled expression. ETHEL 
comes around in front of settee, where she drops 
down L. of Mrs. Wuitney. This places Mrs. 
WHITNEY on the settee, between the two girls. 
BurKE is c., with MARGERY L. of him. GREEN 
is L. of table, a little down stage.) 


Marcery. That’s the trouble with criminals— 
they’re so dishonorable! 

Burke. (Abruptly) Where did we leave off? 

GREEN. We didn’t begin. 

Burke. We'll start all over again with a new sys- 
tem! (He takes memo book from his pocket, tears 
out several leaves and shoves them recklessly in his 
pocket, preparing to take new notes.) 

Marcery. What are you going to do first? 

Burke. I’m going to cross-examine everybody in 
this house. Bring on the prisoners! 

Marcery. I wish you wouldn’t call us prisoners. 
(To back of chair at table.) 

Burke. Where’s Black? 

GREEN. He blew! 

Burke. Blue! (Writing) B-l 

GREEN. I don’t mean blue—I mean, he—blew! 

Burke. Here we have a startling combination of 
colors—black, white, green, violet and blue! 

Marcery. And a pink rose bush 

GREEN. Which ain’t. 

Burke. This begins to look shady! (Scribbling 
rapidly, turning several pages.) \Vhere’s White? 
_He’s our man! | 

GREEN. If he hears you say that, he'll see red! _ 
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Burke. Ah! now we have a color conspiracy! 

GRrEEN., How are you going to work out? 

Burke. I know my business! (Throwing back his 
coat lapel, displaying badge.) 

ALL WomMEN. (Jn surprise) A badge! (Staring 
at the badge. BuRKE swells with importance.) 

Burke. The majesty of the law! (Abruptly) 
Produce Black and White! 


(Enter immediately from c. BLrack and WuHiTtE, 
with arms locked. WHITE on the R. BLACK on 
the Lt. They advance down and separate to 
each side of BuRKE, close to him.) 


Brack and WuiTE. (Speak as they appear) Here 
we are, teacher. 

Burke. Ah! (Glaring at Wuite.) Ah! (Glar- 
ing at BLACK.) 

Brack and Wuite. (Imitating) Ah! 

Brack. Can we render any little assistance? 
(Drawing close to BuRKE, crowding him.) 

Burke. Whatever you say will be used against 

ou! 
P Wurite. Don’t say! (Close to BURKE, crowding 
him.) 

Burke. Shove over! (Shoving both away a little) 
You act like a couple of jostlers in a crowd! Now 
we'll begin where we began! (With sharp abrupt- 
ness, GREEN takes hold of the situation.) 

GREEN. (Dramatic interruption) Stop! There'll 
be no more starting, and no more stalling! 

Att Women. (Startled) Why, Herbert! (All 
rise and stare at GREEN.) 

Brack. (To GREEN) What’s the trouble, old 
man? 

GREEN. This makes me sick! 

Burke. (Staring at GREEN) He’s off his nut! 

Att Women. (Jn alarm) Oh! 
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ETHEL. (Quick) It’s preyed on his mind 

Marcery. (To GREEN) Oh, don’t go crazy now! 

GREEN. (Loud) I will go crazy now! 

BurkE. He 1s crazy now! 

GREEN. And nobody can stop me, nobody, nobody, 
nobody! 


(He strides up L., MARGERY dodging out of his way 
to L. door, ETHEL quickly around to R. door, 
Mrs. Wuitney and Louise huddling in fear 
back of. settee. BLack and Wuite, still near 
BurkKE, cling to him, all three regarding GREEN 
in apprehension, and all believing he has gone 
suddenly insane. ) 


Burke. I want to get out of here! 
Brack. Protect us—you’re the majesty of the 
law! 


(With a considerable struggle, BURKE shakes BLACK 
and WHITE off.) 


Louise. Oh—let’s run before he begins to throw 
things ! 


(GREEN picks up several sheets of music from the 
piano and tosses them in the air, laughing. He 
turns quickly to vase with flowers near the c. 
door, snatches the flowers and tosses them in 
the air. Louise and Mrs. WHITNEY, with an 
outcry, as GREEN turns toward them, rush off 
R.) 


ETHEL. (Running to x. door) T’'ll send for a doc- 
tor! 

GREEN. (To ETHEL) Beat it, you! (Rushing 
. toward ETHEL, who screams and runs out R., closing 
door quickly.) And don’t come back! (GREEN, at 
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r. door, wheels sharply, facing the others, who are 
watching him in terror. He glares at Marcrery. To 
MarceEry) Go! And go fast! 


(MarGERY screams and runs quickly off L., closing . 
door. GREEN advances a step, fixing his eyes on 
BurKE, as he creeps forward crazily. WHITE 
runs to settee and doubles up on it, pulling a 
pillow over his head, while BLack ducks down 
in front of chair at table L.) 


Burke. (c. to GREEN) You sure are the champ 
fit-thrower ! 

GREEN. (To Burke, creeping forward) You're 
afraid of me! (Laughing hysterically.) 

Burke. Y-y-ou bet I am! But I’m going to act 
brave! (Shivering as he looks about helplessly) 
Cowards! To run away and I-leave a man with 
(His eye coming back to GREEN, who advances, 
BurkE shivers) L-let’s sing something—la la 

GREEN. Sing nothing—you bunko! (Suddenly 
whirling around to reach position L. of BURKE and 
near him, BurKE whirling also, not knowing what is 
coming.) 

Burke. Who’s a bunko? (Stuffing his memo 
book in his pocket.) 

GREEN. You little animal cracker! 

Burke. Oh, he’s a goner—now he has delusions 
—he thinks I’m an animal cracker 

Green. I’m going to finish you 

BurkE. (Alarmed) No, you're not—help—boys 
—hboys, be a man 

GREEN. Get out! 

Burke. With pleasure! 

GREEN. Get out, I say! (He advances. Burke 
dodges down L., then changes his mind and turns 
R., with GREEN glaring at him. Then Burke dodges 
L. again, and as GREEN makes a dash for him, he 
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runs around L, table and up to c., with GREEN after 
him. ) 

Burke. (Yelling) Help! Help! Help! (Up to 
c. He trips on the curtains on c. door, gains his feet 
in a terrified scramble, just as GREEN reaches him. 
Brack and Wuite are peering at the scene in fear, 
and the x. and L. doors open, with MARGERY poking 
her head in u. and Dixie with her head in RX.) 


(With Burke off, GREEN remains at the curtains, 
poking his head through them, with the curtains 
drawn closely to his face and his back to audi- 
ence. He whirls around abruptly, and as he does 
so, the two heads at xr. and L. doors immediately 
disappear, and the doors are closed. GREEN 
pauses at c. door.) 


Wuite. He’s out! 

GREEN. (Turning, at the curtains, with one hand 
grasping them) The world is mine! 

Brack, It sure is! 

GREEN. Aha, ha, ha! Macduff! 

Wurite. I never thought I’d live to see this sad 
day! (Still huddled on settee, but looking at GREEN. ) 

Brack. (Looking up) I say, Herb 

GREEN. At last! We are face to face! (Coming 
down c. with long strides.) 

Wuite. Weare, but it’s not funny! (Shivering.) 

GREEN. Funny! Laughter distinguishes men from 
beasts ! 

Wuite. Anything you say goes. 

Brack. Won’t you have a drink? (Picking up the 
empty glass on table, extending it in a shaking hand.) 

Waite, Or a cigarette? 

BLAck. Or a sandwich, or a piece of pie? 

Wuirte. Anything to settle your nerves! 

Green. No! No! (Down c. to the consternation — 


| 
' 
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of Brack and Wuite, who never take their eyes 
from GREEN.) I’ve got you—here you stay! 

Wuite. Won't you, like a good boy, let us es- 
cape? 

GreEN. No! (Brack and WHuiteE shiver at 
GREEN’S tone.) So you thought you’d get away with 
it! 

Wuite. We agree with you. 

GREEN. (Jn natural tone) You thought you'd 
put it over! (Both look at him in surprise, noting 
a return to a more natural manner.) 

Brack. Put what over? 

GREEN. You're a fine pair of kidnappers! 

Brack and WuiteE. Kidnappers! Us! 

Brack. (Still believing GREEN 1s unbalanced) 
Oh, yes, yes, if you say so! 

WuirteE. J don’t say so—I won't be called a kid- 
napper ! 

GREEN. You won't? 

Wuite. No, I won’t! So there! 

Brack. (To Wuite) Pep, you're taking your 
life in your hands! (Regarding GREEN in apprehen- 
sion. ) 

Wuirte. My hands are all right and I declare 
vociferously—I’m no kidnapper! 

GREEN. You're standing in the presence of the 
man who loves Violet—don’t you know that I may 
kill you? 

WuitEe. (Humorous anxiety) Oh, I realize it, 
and I don’t feel a bit comfortable about it! 

Green. (To Biack) Do you deny it? 

Brack. I play safe either way. 

GREEN. You needn’t confess—I know all about it. 
(Brack and Wuite regard him in great surprise.) 
I heard you plotting! 

_ Brack and Wuirte. Plotting! 

GREEN. I was right there in the doorway— 

(Pointing up c.)—when you deliberately, cold- 
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bloodedly planned to steal Violet, and hold her for a 
reward! 

Brack. (Astonished) Gee! You've got the dope 
right ! 

ee But we didn’t go through with it! 

GREEN. (Apparently unconvinced by the denial) 
Oh, yes, you did—she disappeared ! 

Brack. That’s the big puzzle! 

GREEN. Do you think anybody is going to believe 
you when I submit my testimony? (Striking his 
chest with emphasis.) 

Wuite. We're two against one! (Both strike 
their chests in more emphatic manner.) 

GREEN. You'll do seventy years 

Brack and WHITE. We object! 

GREEN. The facts are all against you—you're 
broke, and you figured a twenty-five or fifty thou- 
sand reward would start you going! 

Wuite. You certainly did listen! (Looking at 
him closely.) 

Brack. I wish I had never came to this party 
(Looking at Wuite resentfully) I wouldn’t only for 
you! (A step away, then turning quickly back. This 
turn means that BLACK is still uncertain of GREEN.) 

GREEN. Now you see that deviltry doesn’t pay! 

Wuite. (To Brack, resentfully) It was your 
scheme, you tempter! 

Brack. I’m not discouraged! Somebody is sure 
to find Violet! 

GREEN. The man who does is going to get fifty 
thousand dollars! 

Waite. Lucky villain! (GREEN laughs, looking 
at the others in normal manner, much to their sur- 
prise.) 

GREEN. Boys, I know you're innocent! 

Back and Wuite. (Astonished) How did you 
find it out? (GREEN draws the shoe from his 
pocket. ) 
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GREEN. There’s her shoe—her dear little foot once 
rested inside! Doesn’t it wring your hearts to look 
at it? (Brack sniffs, WHITE imitates, then each, in 
turn, draws a handkerchief from his pocket, as if 
they meant to cry.) That’s all we have! (Tucking 
the shoe in his pocket) You stay here and repent— 
I’m going out and find her! (He rushes up to c. door 
and pauses, posing in the curtains) Good-bye! 
Farewell—until you see me! (Laughing in the for- 
mer hysterical manner.) 

Buiack. He’s off again! 


(GREEN exits quickly, c., his laugh ringing outside.) 


WuiteE. (Quick) If he finds her, he’ll grab the 
fifty thousand. 
Brack. This settles the firm of Black and White! 

(L. of table L.) 

Waite. Anyway, our colors didn’t run! (Cross 
to in front of settce R.) 


(Marcery pokes her head in from t.) 


Marcery. Has he gone? 
Waite. It’s safe, Margery. 


(Enter Marcery from L., showing some timidity, 
looking about apprehensively. ) 


MarceEry. Poor old Herb—do you think he’ll ever 
recover? (Down L. near BLACK.) 
Wuire. Hopeless, I’d say. 


(LoutIsE opens the r. door and looks in.) 


Louise. Is it safe? 
Brack. Come in—nobody here. 


82 FAST COLORS ACT III 


(Enter Louise, followed by Etuet, both appre- 
hensive.) 


Louise. What a terrifying experience! (Advanc- 
ing to C.) 

EtruHeL. I’m shaking from head to heels! (Down 
R. of settee.) 


(Enter Dixie from R., creeping in cautiously.) 


Dix1r. Where’s dat crazy man? (Peering about.) 

Brack. He’s went. 

Dixie. La! This is gettin’ fo’ to be a reg’lar luna- 
tic house! (Tip-toeing forward cautiously) Is yo’ 
sure there ain't nothin’ hidin’ to jump out? 

Wuite. You never can depend on kidnappers! 
(Dixie jerks.) 

Dixie. I don’t see no good in ’em no how. (She 
goes to the portiercs c. and draws them open. After 
this she crosses to near piano L.) 


(LoutIsE is up R. a little. She picks up some flowers 
and restores them to the vase near door. With- 
out waiting for this action, enter from R. Mrs. 
WHITNEY.) 


Mrs. Wuitney. Any news, any word, anything? 
(Turning up to c. door.) 

Buiack. Herb’s crazy! 

Louise. He always was. (Mrs. WHITNEY, in C. 
doorway, turns, looking at Louise. ) 

Mrs. WHITNEY. Crazy? 

MarceEry. About Violet! (Mrs. WHITNEY, im c. 
doorway, looks off u. She speaks abruptly, pointing 
off L.) 

Mrs. WuitneEy. (Startled) Oh! Look! Look! 
(Dixie, comic fear.) 
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Dixie. Oh, I knowed somethin’ else was a-comin’. 
(Crouching in corner at lower end of piano.) 

Mrs. Wuitney. What is that strange object com- 
ing this way? Oh! Louise, look! (All show anxiety 
as Mrs. WHITNEY turns quickly to Louise R., and 
LouisE places an arm about her, both facing c.) 

Wuire. Let it come—we can stand anything 
now! 


(Enter from L. and c. GREEN, on the L., with VIOLET 
on his R. arm. VIOLET wears a light wrap cov- 
ering her dress and an ample thick veil over 
her head and face. It should be black or navy. 
She is not recognized at once. All stare at the 
couple in amazement.) 


GREEN. I’ve brought you a happy surprise! 
Mrs. WuitNEy. (Quick) Herbert, who is this? 


(VI0LET throws off the veil, to the astonishment of 
everyone. ) 


VioLetT. It’s me, Auntie—your own Violet! 
(Everyone pleased.) 


Aut, (Strong and pleased) Violet! 

Mrs. Wuitney. Violet! My darling child! 
(Rushing to Viortet) My own dearest! (Mrs. 
WuHitney and VioLET embrace heartily, as HERBERT 
takes the veil from VioLet’s hand and places it on 
table. ) 

VioLeT. Aunt Mayme! 

Mrs. Wuitney. It’s really you! 

VIoLET. It truly, really is! (Laughing. A stir 
from all, all smiling and displaying great pleasure.) 

Dixie. (Heartily, advancing a step) Oh! Bress 


84. FAST COLORS ACT III 


de Lord! (Clasping her hands in prayer) I thanks 
Him, I thanks Him with all ma heart! 

MarceEry. So do we all! 

Mrs. Wuitney. My dear child, you're not hurt, 
or ill? (Drawing back a little.) 

VioLeET. I’m perfectly in good health and spirits! 
(Laughing.) 

Mrs. WuitTNEy. (To GREEN) Herbert, how can 
we thank you? 


(GREEN draws himself up with pride.) 


VioLeET. (Promptly) Tl tell you how 
listen attentively) It just had to be done 

ALL. What? 

VioLeT. (To Mrs. WuHitTNEY) You remember I 
asked you to make a donation to help some young 
folks start in business, and you said no. 

Mrs. Wuitney. I remember 

ViIoLET. But you said you would like an oppor- 
tunity to scoop out a large sum if it only had stirring 
surroundings ! 

Dixie. We ce’tainly has been stirred! 

Mrs. Wuitney. J want to know who kidnapped 
you! 

VioLET. There he stands! (Pointing directly to 
GREEN L.) 

Att. (Astonished) Herbert! 

GREEN. I’m your man, but I thought these fast 
colors were going to beat me to it! (Looking from 
Brack to Wuite. All greatly astonished. ) 

VIoLET. It-was all planned—I dodged out of the 
sunroom, and Herbert had a car waiting. We drove 
over to his. sister’s—and I’ve been there ever since! 

Marcery. (To GREEN) You tricky Romeo! 

LoutsE. (Down to back of settee R.) What a 
charming romance! 

- VioLeT. Does Herbert get the reward? 


(All 


———EE 


FAST COLORS 8s 


_ Mrs. Wuitney. Of course he does! 

_ Vioret. And you'll be very generous with the 
others? 

— Mrs. Wuirney. Of course I will! 

- GREEN. (Advancing to L. of VIoLET) But that’s 


Hl I want 


OLET. He wants me! 
- GREEN. (Taking VioLet’s hand) Do'l get her? 
Mrs. Wuitney. Of course you do! . 
- Brack. (Down L.) Pep— 
— Wautre. (Down L.) Yep? 
_ Brack. We're some kidnappers! 
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DADDY LONG-LEGS 


A charming comedy in 4 acts. By Jean Webster. The 
full cast calls for 6 males, 7 females and 6 orphans, but 
the play, by the easy doubling of some of the characters, 
may be played by 4 males, 4 females and 3 orphans. 
The orphans appear only in the first act and may be played 
by small girls of any age. Four easy interior scenes. 
Costumes modern. Plays 214 hours. 


Many readers of current fiction will recall Jean Webster’s 
‘‘Daddy Long-Legs.’’ Miss Webster dramatized her story and it 
was presented at the Gaiety Theatre in New York, under Henry 
Miller’s direction, with Ruth Chatterton in the principal rdéle. 
‘‘Daddy Long-Legs’’ tells the story of Judy, a pretty little 
drudge in a bleak New England orphanage. One day, a visiting 
trustee becomes interested in Judy and decides to give her a 
chance. She does not know the name of her benefactor, but 
simply calls him Daddy Long-Legs, and writes him letters brim- 
ming over with fun and affection. From the Foundling’s Home 
she goes to a fashionable college for girls and there develops the 
romance that constitutes much of the play’s charm, The New 
York Times reviewer, on the morning after the Broadway pro- 
duction, wrote the following: ‘‘If you will take your pencil and 
write down, one below the other, the words delightful, charming, 
sweet, beautiful and entertaining, and then draw a line and add 
them up, the answer will be ‘Daddy Long-Legs.’ To that result 
you might even add brilliant, pathetic and humorous, but the 
answer even then would be just what it was before—the play 
which Miss Jean Webster has made from her book, ‘Daddy Long- 
Legs,’ and which was presented at the Gaiety last night. To 
attempt to describe the simplicity and beauty of ‘Daddy Long- 
Legs’ would be like attempting to describe the first breath of 
Spring after an exceedingly tiresome and hard Winter.’’ ‘‘Daddy 
Long-Legs’’ enjoyed a two-years’ run in New York, and was then 
toured for over three years. It is now published in play form for 
the first time. (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Cents. 


THE FAMOUS MRS. FAIR 


A comedy in 4 acts. By James Forbes. 3 males, 10 
females. 2 interiors. Modern costumes. Plays a full 
evening. 


An absorbing play of modern American family life. ‘‘The 
Famous Mrs. Fair’’ is concerned with a strenuous lady who 
returns from overseas to lecture, and consequently neglects her 
daughter, who is just saved in time from disaster. Acted with 
great success by Blanche Bates and Henry Miller. (Royalty, 
twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Cents. 
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